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CONSUELO. 



CHAPTER I. 



''Yes, yes, young ladies; shake your headsas much 
as you like 1 The best behaved and the deverest of 
yoa ail is — but I will not say who; for she is the 
only one of my class who has any modesty, and I am 
afiaid that if I were to name her she would instantly 
lose that rare virtue which I wish " — 

'*/« nûm'fu JPàtris, et Filii, et S^riius SancH!* sang 
Costanza, impndently. \ 

** Amen!* sang ail the other young giiîs in chorus. 

"Horrid thingl" said Qorinda, poutîng prettfly 
and gîvîng a little tap with the handle of her fan on 
the bony and wrinkled fingers which the singing mas- \ 

ter had left lying idly on the silent key-boaid of the ^ 

oigan. r 

" Nonsense ! '' said the old professor, with the pn>- ^ 

foundly disillusioned air of a man who for forty years 



has been the butt of ail the teasing and ail the unruli- S 

ness «f successive générations of female children. ** It \ 

is likewise certain," he added, putting his si>ectades *- 

in their case and his tobacco-box in his pocket, with- 
out raising his eyet to the mocking, vexed swarm 1 
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a CONSUBLO. 

aboat hinit "that thb wen-behaved, tUs docfle, Uûs 
stadioua^ this attentive, this good chOd, b not you» 
Signora aorinda, nor you» Sîgnora Costanza, nor yet 
you, Signora Znfietta, nor Rosina, and sdD lest 
Michela" — 

*« I n that case ît b I ! ••— « No, it î$ I ! "— « Not at 
all,itîsl!~—«l!''— «!!••— «Il^criedthc soft 
or piercing voices of some fifty blondes and bninettes^ 
who swooped down on him Eke a flock of noisy guOs 
on a poor shell-fish left high and dry on tfae strand by 
the retreating tide. 

The shell-fisli, tfaat is to say, the maestro (for I 
maintain that no metaphor coold be more appropriate 
to lus angular movements, his beady eyes^ his cheek- 
bonesblotchedwithred^and^above all,tothethoasand 
litde cails, white and stiff and pointed, of tiie profes- 
sorial wig) — the maestro, I say, forced badc three 
times on the bench from which he had tried to rise, 
but cahn and impasâve as a shell-^sh, rocked and 
toag^ened by tempests, refbsed for a long time to say 
which of his papîls deserved the praîse of which he 
was usnaSy so sparing, bat of which he had Jtist been 
80 prpdigaL Finally, ]riel<£ng as if nnwillins^y to the 
prayers which he had dyly provoked, he took the offi- 
ciai batcMi witfa which he was accnstomedto beat time, 
and with it formed his nndisciplined flock bito two 
lines. Then, advandng with a grave air throu|^ thb 
double row of giddy pâtes, he went and stood at the 
back of the organ-gallery in front of a young giil who 
sat oouched <m a bench, elbows on knees, and fingen 
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in ears to kcep out tfae noise, practising her lesson in 
an undertone so as not to disturb any one. She was 
twistedanddoubledupUkealittlenioQkey. He^solemn- 
and triumphant» witu foot advanced and ann extcnded, 
resemUed the shepheid Paris awaiding the apple, not 
to the most beautîful, bat to the best behaved. 

««Consaelo? The ^>amard?^ cried the young 
singera with one voice, ail amazcment. Then a uni- 
versal biust of Homeric lavghter drove a flush of 
indignation and anger to the majestic brow of the 
piofessor* 

Little Consado, whose stopped ean had not heaid 
a woid of this dialogue, and whose cyes were wander* 
îng about withoat seeing anything, so absorbed was • 
she by her woik, remained unconsdoos of the dis- 
tiirbance for some minâtes. Then, perceiving at last \ i 

the attention of wlûch she was the obfect, she \ * j 

dropped her hands firom her ean to her knees, and f \ 

her books firom her knees to the floor. She sat pet- [• , ' 

rified with astonidmient, not confused, but a fittle (1 

fiightened, and ended by getting up to see if some 
strange object or some ridiculous person behind her 
was not the cause of this noisy gayety, and not her- 
seU: 

''Consueto^" said the master, taking her hand with- 
out fiuther explanatîon, **come hère, my good child ; 
nng me Peigolese*s Sahe Regina^ which you hâve 
leamed this last fortnight, and wUch Clorinda has 
been stndying for a year." 

Consuelo, withoat replying and withoat showii^ 
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I 



citber tcar, or pride» or tabaïaasnaMp kOamed tfae 
master to tbe ocgam, wfacie lie tM, down agaÎBy 
and, widi a look of triompli, g»re tbe pitdi to Va 
joaog papfl. Tbea Cdosodo^ wuofàf and casOj, 
ponred Ibfth throagh tbe loftjr aicbes of tbe cathc di al 
the iiKKt glorms Toîce widi wliicb diey bad erer nmg. 
She sang die Saiet JR^gims witboat a dp of memofj, 
witboot ghring a DoCewbidi «as noC absolntdy tree, 
faSÏ, stn^inrdj or ended at tbe i^jbt instant; and 
foUoving widi pasâre cyartitnde tbe iwlrartiow 
wfaîdi tbe leamcd master badghrcn bei^ and icoder- 
n^ witb ber vigovoiis poweis tbe jnst and jntffljgcnt 
mtentionsof tbeold man, die Ad, wîdi tbe ineipe» 
rience and cardessness of a cbîld» vbat knowledge, 
e]q)ericnc^ and entbnsiasm conld not bave cansed a 
coosommate artist to do^ — die tmg finddesdf. 

^ Veiy good, my diOd," sâd tbe old master, ahrajs 
reserved in bb compGmenta^ "Yoa bave stndied 
attettthrdf, and joo sang romric mi ous ly > Next 
time joa mi^ sîpg tbe Scariatti cantata wUdi I 
tan^tyon.** 

** S, S^iwre frv/essûre/* Tt^6^ Consodo; ''mÊj 
Igonov?" 

«Yes^mj diild. Yom^ ladies, tbe lesson is fin- 
isbed.** 

Consodo pat into a smaH badut ber booki^ ber 
pendh, and ber little bladc-paper £ui, tbe inséparable 
pbqrtbing of ^[Muiisb as wcQ as of Venetian women, and 
vUdi she baidly cver nsed, tboc^ die ahrajs bad it 
witb ber. Tbca die disa^ipeared bdûnd tbe oigan- 
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*! l 
pipes» sUpped as lighUy as a mouse down the myste- 
nous staixs which led to the church, knelt a moment 
as she crossed the nave, and as she was going oot, 
found near the holy-water basin a handsome young 

gentleman who heU out the aspergiU to her with a C\ 

smile. She took some holy-water, and looking Ij 

straîght in his fece with the self-possession of a littk ^ 

giil who does not yet think or feel herself a woman, il 

mixed np so drdly her sîgn of the cross and her l 

thanks that the gentleman began to laugh« Consnelo ^| l 

began to laugh too, and suddenly, as if remembering 
that some one was waiting^ started away and was over 
the thresjiold of the church, down the steps» and ont 
of the porch in a twinkling. 

Meanwhile the professor had again put his specta-' 
des in the large pocket of his waistcoat, and said to 
the silent pupîls» '< Shame on you, my fi ne young ladies 1 
This little girl, the youngest of yon ail, the newest in 
my classy is the only one of you capable of nnging a 
solo properly; and in the choruses, no matter what 
absurdities you commit around her, I always find her 
as firm and astrue as a clavecin note. It is because 
she haa zeal, patience, and what you hâve not, and 
never will have^ any of you, — conscience/* 

**Ah\ there is his great word,'* cried Costanza, 
when he had gone out. ** He only said it thirtj-nine 
times during the less<Hi, and he wodd be ill if he did 
not leach the fortietli.'' 

''No wcmder that Consudo makes progressa" said 
Zulietta, '^ she is so poor. She is hurrying to kam 
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sometlûng as fast as possible, that she may eam her 
Kvîng.'* 

^'Ihave beentoldthat her motherwasaBohemian,*' 
added Michelina, ** and that she herself used to nng 
on the streets and highwa}'s before she came hère. It 
cannot be denied that she has a fine voke, bat shehas 
not a shade of intelligence, poor child 1 She learns 
by heart, foUows the professor's directions slavishly, 
and her good liings do the rest** 

''She may hâve the best of lungs and tn^^finest in* 
telligence to boot," said the handsome Clorinda. 
''^e is wdcome to thèse advantages, so long as I do 
not hâve to exchange Êu:es with her.** 

** You would not lose so very much if yon did,** 
replied Costanza, who was not enthusiastic in acknowl- 
edging Qorinda's beauty. 

''No, she certainly b not pretty/' said another, 
" She is as yellow as an Easter candie, and her big 
eyes hâve no expression. Besides, she is always so 
badly dressed ! Decidedly, she is an ugly girL** 

"Poorthîng! She is very unlacky — nomoneyand 
no beauty." 

And so they ended Consuelo's panegyric, and by 
pitying her consoled themselves for having admired 
her while she sang. 
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CHAFTER IL |, 

Thb scène which has been described occuned in ^i 

Venice about a hundred yean ago» in the CSioich of I 

the Mendicanti, where îht celebrated maestro Por- 
poia had just been rebearsing bis great muâcal ves- 
persy wbich were to be sang tbere on the foUowing 
Sunday, the feast of the Assuinption. The yonng 
choristeis whom he had scolded so sharply weie 
pupils of the scuûla, where they were instnicted at 
the cost of the State, which was to dower them later, 
''either for marriage or for the doister," says Jean 
Jacques Rosseau, who admired their superb voices 

about this time in this same church, Reader, you \ . \ 

must remember thèse detaib only too well, and a 'l^ 

charming incident which he tells conceming them in 
the eighth book of the *< Confessions." I shaO be- 
ware of transcribing thèse adorable pages, for after 

them you would certsdnly not retum to mine, and I . 

should unquestionably do as much in your place. I \ 

shxdl hope, therefore, that you hâve not the ** Confes- 
sions " within reach just now, and go on with my story. 

AU thèse youngpeople were not equally poor,aQdit 
is very certain that, in spîte of the great int^ty of the 
administration, some had slipped in to whom it was 
rather a spéculation than a neccessîty to receive at 
the cost of the RepuUic the training of an artiste 
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^ and meam to establish themsdves in fife. It was 

for this reason that they allowed themselves to fi»g€t 

the sacred laws of equality, by whîch they had been 

I ' allowed to take their places on the same benches 

I with their poorer sisters. Nor did ail of them share 

I in the austère designs which the RepuUic had Cor 

their future. One or another would break away fiom 
time to time, and, having proiîted by the gratuitoos 
éducation, give up the dower to seek a more briUiant 
future elsewhere. The administradon, seeii^ that 
this was inévitable, had sometimes admitted to the 
school of music the chikiren of poor artiste whose 
nomadic existence did not admit of a very kmg stay 
in Venice. Among thb number was the little Con- 
suelo, who had been bom in ^;>ain> and wfao had 
corne thence to Italy by way of St Petersburg; Con- 
stantinople, Mexico, Archangel, or any other stiQ 
more direct route, employed peculiarly by Bohe- 






She was a Bohemian only by profesâon and in 
name, for by race she was neitherGitana nor Hindoo, 
noryet a Jew. She was of good Spanish Uood, which 
was undoubtedly of Moorish origin, for she was de- 
ddedly dark, and she possessed a repose which 
showed no traces of the characterisdcs of the wan- 
dering races. I do not wish to speak ill of thèse. 
If I were invendng the character of Consuelo, I do 
not say that I would not make her descended from 
the children of Israël, or even from yet older ances- 
tors; but she was fimned from a rib of Ishmael, and 
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\ , i 
cveiything in her organîzation showed it. I never 

saw her, for I am not a hundrcd years old yet, bat \ 

I hâve been told so, and I cannot question the state- 

ment. She had not that feverish pétulance, broken ^ 

by fits of apathetic languor, which marks the un- !i 

gareUe^ nor had she the insinuatîng curiosity and the \ 

persistant mendicity of the poor Mrea. She was as , { 

cahn as the water of the lagoons, and at the same \ 

time as active as the light gondolas which ceaselessljr { 

fiurrow their sur&ce. i[ 

As she grew îzsX^ and as her mother was wretchedly 
poor, her dresses were always ayear too short for her, 
which gave to her long legs, accustomed to the public 
gaze, a sort of wild grâce and frankness which caused 
one to fed mingled pleasure and pity. If her foot was- 
small, one could not know it, so badly was it shod. 
On the other hand, her figure, imprisoned in waists 
which had grown too small and which were cracking 
at every seam, was slender and flexible as a young 
palm-tree, but without form, or roundnes^ or charm 
of any sort The poor child hardly thoughtof it, ac- 
customed as she was to being.called ** monkey " and 
** gy^sy '* by the blonde, Êdr, and plump daug^ters of 
the Adriatic. Her round &ce, sallow and insignifi- 
cant, would never hâve attracted attention had it not 
been that her thick hair, eut short and brushed behind 
her ears, and her manner, which was serions and in- 
difierent to extemal afiDûrs, lent her a somewhat dis- 
agreeaUe oddity. Faces which do not please lose by 
degrees the Êiculty of pleasing. Their possessors care 
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no more for them than others do, and they take oa a 
carelessness of expression which becomes more and 
more répulsive. Beanty watches and arranges and 
cherishes itself ; it looks at itself and b etemally 
poâng, so to speak, in an imaginary looking-^^asi. 
Ugliness forgets itself and takes no pains. Sdll, there 
are two kinds of uj^ess. One, which soffen and 
protests nnceasin^y against the gênerai contempt hf 
haUtnal bad temper and envy, is the true, the only 
ugliness. The other, which is frank and cardesi^ 
which accepta the situation, and neither shuns nor 
invites criticism, which wins the heart whQe it offends 
the eye, was Consuelo's ugliness. Kindly people who 
took an interest in her regretted at first that she was 
not pretty ; then, thinking better of it, they said, as 
they took her head between their hands with that 
familiarity which one dœs not hâve with beauty, 
^ Well, you look like a good créature ! ^ and Con- 
suelo was satisfied, although she knew quite well that 
the words n^eant ^good, and nothing more.** 

Meanwhile, the young and handsome gentleman 
who had offered Consuelo the holy-water, stood by 
the badn until he had seen the last of the scolari go 
out. He looked at each one attentively, and when 
Clorinda, the most beautiful of them ail, passed by 
him, he gave her holy-water in his hand, that he 
mij^t hâve the pleasure of touching hers. The young 
girl blushed with pride, and as she went by, glanced at 
him with that look of ming^ shame and boldness 
which b not the expression of either pride or modesty. 
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CONSUBLO. II L 

As soon as they had gone back into the convent» 
the gallant patricîan retumed to the nave, and going \ 

up to the professor, who was coming slowly down from 

the gallery, cried out, " By the body of Bacchus, tell \ 

me, my dear maestro, which of your pupils sang the |^ 

Sahe Regina / " * ï 

" And why do you wish to know, Count Zustiniani? " | 

said the professor, as they left the church together. 

'^That I may congratolate you on her," answered 
the patrîcian. <' For a long time I hâve attended not 11 

only yonr vespers but your rehearsals, for you know ' 

how dilettante 1 am of sacred music But reaOy, thit 
is the first time I hâve ever heard Peigolese so per- 
fectly sung; and as for the voice, it is the most beau* 
tifiil that I hâve heard in my whole life.** 

''I believe you," replied the professor, as he 
absorbed a large pînch of snuff complacently and with 
dignity. 

'' Tell me the name of the heavenly créature who 
delighted me so mudu In spite of your severity and 
your endless complaînts, you hâve certainly made 
your school one of the best in Italy, Your choruses 
arc good and your solos excellent, but the muâc 
that you perform is so great, so severe, that it is very 
rarely that thèse young gîrls can make us fed aU its 
beauty.** 

''They cannot make you fed it," replied the pro- 
fesser, sadly, '' because they do not fed it themsdves. 
As far as fresh, extended, and brilliant voices are cou- 
cemed, we hâve no ladc of them, thank HeavenI 
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bat mnâcal oiganizadons» alas^ are rare and incom* 
pletc'' 

^ You hâve one, at least, who b adminibly gifted. 
The instrument is magniftcent, the feeling perfect» and 
the skiU remarkaUe. Tell me who it is." 

^Did she not please you?** said tbe professor, 
avoiding the question. 

''She touched my heart, she drevr tean fix>m me, 
and that by such ample methods and snch natural 
effects that I could not nndeistand it at firsL Then I 
remembered what yoa hâve so often said to me in 
teaching me your divine art, dear master, and for the 
first time I understood how rig^t yoa were."* 

''And what did I say to yoa?** asked the master, 
with a look of triamph. 

"Yoa told me that the grea:^ tiie trae, the beautiful 
in art is simpliâty.** 

" But I told yoa also that there were brilfiancy and 
ingenuity and devemess» and that there was often 
cause to remark and admire thèse qnalîties,** 

"Undoubtedly. But yoa said that there was an 
abyss between thèse secondary qualities and the true 
manifestation of genias. Well, dear master, your 
cantatrice is on one âde, and ail the rest are on the 
odier." 

" It is true, and it is wèD put»** remarked the pro- 
fessor, rubbing his hands. 

" Her name? " repeated the coont. 

" Whose name?'* said the sly professor* 

"/Vr Dia saniûJ the name of the siren, or rathef 
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of the archangel, to whom I hâve just been.listen- 

ing." 

« And what do you want of her nameyloidcount?'* 
asked thc professor, scvcrdy. ; 

"Why do you wish to makc a secret of it, âr ^ j- 

professor?" \ 

" I wiU tcU you the reason, îf you will first teH me f 

why you are so anxious to leam her name**' 

** Is it not a natural, and, indeed, an hresistiUe 
sentiment which impels us to know and to see the 
objects of our admiration? ** 

"Well, that is not your only motive. Mow me, 
dear count, to contradict you thus iar. You are a ^ 

great lover and a good judge of musîc, but you are, 
above ail, owner of the San-Samuel Théâtre. It b. 
for your glory stiU more than for your profit that you 
gather the finest talents and the best voices in Italy 
înto your théâtre. You know that we give good ks- 
sons, — that we alone work serîously, and form great 
musicians. You hâve already stolen Corilla from us^ 
and as she may any day be engaged by another théâtre, 
you come prowling about the school to see if we hâve noC 
formed another Corilla, whom you are ready to devour 
intum. That is the realtruth,count. Admit itfrankly.** 

''Suppose it b true, dear maestro," replied the 
count, smiling^ ** what does it matter to you, and what 
harm b there in it? ** 

''I see a great deal of harm, count. You comipt 
and ruin thèse poor créatures." 

** AVhat do you mean, most moral proiessor ? When 
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did yott consdtute yoaiself the guaidian of thèse frag- 
flevirtaes?" 

'' Yoa know very well what I mean, count, and that 
I care neîther for their virtue nor for its fragîlity. 
Bat I do care for their talent, which yoa debase and 
dégrade in your théâtres by making them nng music 
which b vulgar and in bad taste. Is it not a shame 
to see Corinay who was beginning to hâve a just com- 
prehenàon of serions music, descend from sacred to 
profane, from prayer to jesting, from the altar to 
the stage, from the sublime to the ridiculous, from 
Allegri and Pâlestrina to Albinoni and the barber 
Aponini?"* 

'' So you refuse to tell me the name of this girl, <m 
whom I cannot hâve designs, for the matter of that, 
becanse I do not know whether she possesses the 
other qualides which a théâtre demands?" 

** I refuse absolutely." 

** And you think that I shall not discover her? ^ * 

^ Alas ! you will discover her, if you hâve deter- 
mined to. But I wiU do my best to prevent your 
taking her away from us.** 

''WeD, maestro, you are already half conquered, 
for I hâve seen your mysterious divinity. I guessed 
which one it was*^ 

^ Indeed I " said the master, with a reserved and 
doubtful air, "Are you quite sure?" 

** My eyes and my heart detected her, and I will 
draw you her portrait to-convince you. She is tall — 
the tallest, I think, of ail your pupils. She is white 
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as the snow of Frioul and rosj as the horizon on a 
fine moming. She has golden hair, blue eyes, and is 
pleasantly plump, and she wears a litde niby on her 
flnger which burned my hand when it touched it like 
a spark of magie fire.** 

"BraVol" cried Porpora, sarcasdcally. "I hâve 
nothing to conceal from yon if that is the case, and 
the name of yonr beauty is Clorinda. Go on and 
make your seductive ofTers to her. Give her gold 
and diamonds and dresses. Yoa can easily engage 
her for your troupe, and she may perhaps replace 
CoriUa, for the public of your théâtres nowadays pre* 
fers handsome shoulders to beautifiil sounds, and bold 
eyes to a lofty intelligence.** 

''Am I mistaken then, dear master?** said the' 
county a little abashed. ** Is Clorinda nothing but a 
commonplace beauty? " 

** And if my siren, my divinity, my archangel, as it 
pleases you to call her, were anything but handsome? ** 

** If she w. re deformed, I should beg you never to 
point her out to me, for my illusion would be too 
cruelly destroyed. If she were only ugly, I could 
stiU adore her, but I should not engage her for the 
théâtre, for talent without beauty is often only a mis- 
fortune and a tonnent to a woman. What are you 
looking at, maestro, and why do you stc^?** 

** This is the landing and I do not see any gondolas. 
But what are you looking at yourself, count? ** 

** I was looking to see if that boy sitting on the 
steps of the landing beside that ugly little giil is not 
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mj protège Anzoleto; the most intelfigent and the 
handsomest of our fittle plebdans. Look at hin^ 
dear maestro, for this concems yoa as much as it does 
me. This child has the most beautîful ténor voice in 
Venîce, and he has a passionate love for music, joined 
to extraordinary talent. I hâve wanted to speak to 
yoa about hîm for a long tîme, and beg of yoa to ghre 
hîm lessons. I intend him to be the support of my 
théâtre, and I hope in a few years to be well repaid 
f<^ my pains. Hola, Zotol Corne here^ my child, 
and let me présent yoa to the illastrioas maestro Pur* 
pora.'' 

Anzoleto drew his naked legs from the water, in 

which they had been carelessly hanging, while he was 

employed in making holes with a large needle in those 

pretty shells which the Venetians hâve poetically 

jj I mancdjlûre di mare. Hb only dress was a pair of 

'/i I very ragged troosers and a fine but tattered shirt, 

'j through which one could see his white arms, modelled 

/; likc those of a Utde antique Bacchus. His was, in* 

deed, the Greek beauty of a young fiiun, and his fece 
t'- displayed that singular mixture of dreamy melancholy 

and ironical indifférence so common in the créations 
of pagan sculptors. His hair, curly but fine, of a light 
blonde, slighdy reddened by the sun, fell in thick and 
short ringlets about his alabaster neck. AU his feat- 
mes were incomparably perfect, but there was an 
over-bold expression in the glance of his ink-black 
qres which did not please the professor. The child 
rose quickly at Zustiniani's voice, threw ail hb sheOs 
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in the lap of the little giri at hîs side, and whîle she, 
wîthout intemipting her work, went on stringi^g 
them, and interspersing them with little golden peails, 
he came up and Idssed the count*s hand, after tfae 
iashion of the countiy. 

** Truly a handsome boy/* said the professor, giving • 
him a little tap on the cheek. ** But his amusement 
seems a very childish one for his âge, for he must be i{ 

quîte eig^teen.** 1 

** Nearly nineteen, sior professon^^ replied Anxo- 
letOy in the Yenetîan dialect. ** But I am not playing 
with the shellsy only helping Consuelo, who makes 
necUaces of them." 

'' Consuelo,*^ said the* mister, drawing near his 
pupil with the count and Ânzoleto, '' I did not know 
that you cared for dress.** 

<'0h, they are not for me, sir," said Consuèlo^ half 
rising carefiilly, so as not to drop into the water the 
shells heaped in her apron. ** I make them to sell so 
as to buy rice and maize." 

^She is poor, and supports her mother,** said Por- 
pora. <'If you and your mother are in trouUe, 
Consuelo, you must come to me, but I forUd you to 
beg. Do you understand? ** 

"Oh, you need not forbid it, sior professons 
replied Anzoleto, quickly. '^ She would not do it, and 
besides, I would prevent it.** 

** But you hâve nothing yoursel^** sdd the counL 

" Nothing but your bounty, iUushissimo sfgnort, but 
Consuelo and I shaxe.** \ 
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" Shc îs a relative of yoon? •• 

'* No ; Consaelo îs a stranger.'' ^ 

'^CoDSuelo? What a curious name!" said the 
coant 

^A beaadful name, iUustrimmo. It means cou- 
solatkm.** 

** Indeed I And you are fiiends, it seems.** 

" We are engaged, signon!^ 

^Alreadj? Just see thèse children, thiDking of 
mairîage at their agel** 

** We are to be married on the day yoo ngn my 
engagement at the San-Samnel Théâtre, Ulustrisn* 
mûJ* 

^ At that rate, you will hâve a long tiroe to waît.** 

^ Oh, we can wait," said Consuelo, with the playfbl 
calm of innocence. 

The coont and the maestro amused themselves 
a few minutes longer with the Irankness and the 
repartees of the young couple, and then, having made 
an appointment with Anzoleto for the next day, when 
the professor was to try his voice, they went away, 
leaving him to his serions occupation. 

** AVhat do you think of the litde girl? " asked the 
master of ZustinianL 

** I had already seen her, only a few minutes ago, 
and I thou^t her ug^y enough to prove the truth of 
the proverb that ' ail women are handsome to a boy 
of e^teen.' •• 

**Verygood! Nowl can tell you that yoorheavenly 
nnger, your mysterious beauty, was Consudo.** 
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'<Shel That hideous childl That thin, saDow 
grasshopperl Impossible, maestro!" 

'' She hersel( my lord count. Would she not make 
a fascinating prima domia? " 

The count stopped, tumed about, looked at Con- 
suelo once more, and cried, wringing his hands with a 
comical expression of despair, ^ Mercifiil Heaven ! how 
could you commit such a mistake as to place the fire 
of genius in such a shocking head? ** 

" So ycu give up your guilty projects? " 

" Most assuredly.** 

'< You promise me? ** added Porponu 

•'Oh.Iswearitl'* 
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CHAFTER ra. 

BosN under the dgr of Italy, bcoag^t np at hq>- 
hazard lîke a water-fovl, poor» cnphaned, abandoncd, 
jet happy in the présent and OHifiâent in the fittnre, 
Anzoleto, this handsome lad of ninrtrmj who q>ent 
ail hb dayt with fittle Consndo on the streets o( 
Venice in the most complète lîbeitj» was not by anf 
means indnlging in hb fint love^ as one mî^t hâve 
sapposed. He was no stnmger to die easf conqoesu 
so common in Venice, and nnder a colder sky &nd 
with a nature less richlf endowed, he mi^ hare 
been already wom ont and cormpted. But his heait 
was stîD pure and his passions were hdd in check bf 
his wilL He had first chanred to meet the Httle 
Spaniard before the Madonettes, nngîng hymns, and 
he had sung with her the whole erening^ merdy Cor 
the pleasure of ezerdsing his voîce, with only the 
stars for an audience. Afterwards they had met on 
the sands of the lido, gathering sbell-fishy he to eat 
them, she to make nccklaces and omaments o( 
them. Again they met in churches^ where she went 
to praj to God with aU her heart, and he to look at 
the handsome ladies with aU his eyes. In aU thèse 
meetings Consaelo had appeared so good, gentk, 
oUif^ng, and gay that he had ended by makiog her 
his inséparable friend and companion, withont exacdy 
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knowînghoworwbj. AtthistimeAnzoletounderstood 

only the sensual pleasure of love. He felt a friend- 

! ship loft ConsudOf and as he belonged to a coontry 

\ and a race in which passion is more common than 

! attachmen^ he knew no other name to give his (riend- 

ship than Urne. Consuelo accepted - this figure of 

. speech after making one objection. ''If jrou call 

yoarself my lover» do you mean that yoa wish to 

marry me?" Anzoleto replied, *'Certainly, we wiB 

get marriedy if yoa Uke.'* 

From that time the matter was settled. Anzoleto 
may hâve thought it a jest, althouj^ Omsuelo took 
it quite seriously. It is certain that his young heait 
felt already those opposing sentiments and complicated 
émotions which disturb the lives of men who hâve 
become hîasi. But, without understanding the charra 
wUch drew him to Consaelo, having as yet scarcely 
any feeling for the beautiful, and not knowing whether 
she was ngly or pretty, child enou^ to amuse himself 
with her at sports beneath his âge, yet man enough to 
respect her fourteen years, he led with her in public, 
on the streets and canals of Venice, a life as happy, 
as pure, and as secluded as that of Paul and Vhr- 
ginia under the palms of the désert Although they 
enjoyed a liberty more absolute and more dangerous^ 
with no Cunilies, no tender and watchful mothers to 
train them in virtue, no Êdthful servant to seek them 
at nightfall and bring them back to the fold, no dog; 
even, to wam them of danger, their ' life was wholly 
innocent They sailed the lagoons in boatsjnthoiit 
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cars or pQo^ they wandered in the marshes withoot a 
guide, and wîth no concem for the riâng tide. They 
sang before the shrines erected nnder vine branches 
at Street corners without regard for the lateness of the 
hour and needîng no other bed than the stones, stiD 
warm front the midday beat. They would stand 
before Poldnella's théâtre and follow with pasâonate 
attention the adventures of the beautifol Corisande, 
the queen of marionettes, without remembering the 
absence of breakÊist and the small likelihood of sap- 
per. They plunged into the wild sports of the cami- 
val, Ânzoleto mÛL no disguise but his coat tumed 
inside out, Consudo with none but a bunch of old 
ribbons. They had sumptuous feasts on the balus- 
trades of bridges or the steps of palaces, their ocSj 
viands sea-friût,^ or raw fennd-stalks. They lived, 
in short, a free and happy life, without giving more 
dangerous caresses and feeling more tender senti* 
ments than two innocent children of the same âge 
and sex would hâve done. Days and years went by. 
Anzoleto had other loves, but Consuelo did not even 
know that there was any love différent from that of 
which she was the object 9ie became a young girl, 
yet fdt no need to show greater reserve to her 
lover. He saw her growing and becoming trans* 
formed without impatience or a wish for any change 
in their intimacy, which knew no cloud or scruple, no 
mystery or remorse. 

I Différent sorts of dieap slieU>fislit of wU^ fhs commoa peopk of 
Y eniot m TCiy Cemms 
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It was now four years since Professor Porpora and 
Count Zusdniani had mutuallj presented their little 
musicians to each other, and from that day the count 
had never thought of the young singer of sacred 
music The professor had, for his part, quite forgotten 
the handsome Anzoleto, in whom he had found, on 
examination, none of the qualitîes which he required 
in his pupîls. Thèse were a serions and patient intd- 
ligence, in the first place, then a modesty whidi 
reached to the annihilation of the pupil before the 
master, and finally an entire absence of previous mu- 
sical studies. ^ Never ofTer me a pupil," he used to 
say, ** whose brain will not be lîke an empty pagie 
before my will, or lîke viigin wax, on which I mxj 
make the first impression. I hâve not time enough 
to waste a year in unleaming before I begin to teach. 
If you wish me to write on a slate, it must be clean, 
and not only that, it must be of good quality. If it b 
too hard, I cannot mark it. If it is too soft, I shall 
break itat the first stroke.** In short, although he 
admitted the extraordinary powers of young Anzoleto^ 
he announcedto the count at the end of the first 
lesson, rather crossly and with ironical humility, that 
his method would be of no use to so advanced a 
pupil, and that '< the first master he might meet with 
would be able to embarrass and retard the natuial 
progress and the invincible devdopment of this mag> 
nificent organizaticm.'* 

The count sent his protège to Professor Mellifiore^ 
who led his pupil throu^ roulades and ^^dfnritif| 
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throogh trills and grupetti, up to the complète devd- 
opment of his brilliaiit powers. \Vhen Anzoleto was 
three-and-twenty he was considered \ff aU those who 
heard him in the count's drawîng-ioom to be compé- 
tent to appear at the San-Samuel vith saccess in the 
prindpal parts. 

One evening ail the émettante nobilîty and ail the 
artists of réputation in Venice were invited to be 
présent at a final and décisive triaL Anzoleto ap- 
peared for the first time in a black coat and satin 
waistcoaty with his handsome hair powdered, and 
backled shoes on his feet. He assamed a tranquil air 
and stepped on tiptoe to the davedn where, onder 
the light of a hundred candies and the ejres of two or 
three hundred people, he inflated his lungs and 
plunged, with his boldness, his ambition, and his chest 
C, into that dangerous career in which it îs not a 
judge nor a jury but a whole public that stands ready 
to award glory or shame. 

It is not worth while to ask whether Anzoleto felt 
any inward uneasiness. It was hardly apparent, at 
any rate ; and no sooner had his sharp eyes detected 
in the looks of the women that secret approval which 
is rarely refused to one so handsome ; no sooner had 
the amateurs, surprised at the power of his voice and 
the briUiancy of his vocalization, given utterance to a 
murmur of applause, than joy and hope filled hte 
whole being. Until that time he had been coromonly 
taught and listened to by common hearers, but he now 
realized for the first time in his life that he was not a 
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commonplace man, and, supported by a consdausneas 
of triumph and the désire for more of it, he sang vith 
remarkable spiri^ originality, and energy. It b tme 
that his taste ^'as not always pure and his exécution 
not alwap faultless, but he was able to redeem hîm* 
self by feats of daring, by gleams of intelligence, and 
by bursts of enthusiasm. He missed the efiects which 
the composer had designed, but he found others of 
which no one had ever thought, either the author who 
had composed, the professor who had interpreted, or 
the artists who had rendered the music His bold- 
ness carried every one away. They forgave him a 
dozen faults for a single innovation, a dozen rebellions 
against method for a single flash of originality, — so 
true is it that in the matter of art the least spark of 
genius or the slightest aspiration towards new con- 
quests exercises more fascination than ail the resources 
of science withîn the limits of our knowledge. 

No one, perhaps, considéred the cause of this en- 
thusiasro, but no one escaped from its eflects. Corilla 
had opened the evening with an air which she had 
sung well and which had been warmly applauded, but 
the success of the young débutant so far exceededher 
oiiin that she was fiUed with rage* When Ânzoleto, 
loaded with applause and caresses, came back to the 
clavecin near which she was seated, he leaned toward 
her and said, with mingled humility and boldness, 
"And you, queen of song and queenof beauty? Hâve 
you not even a look of encouragement for the un* 
fortunate being who fears and adores you?** 
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The prima doima, surprised by so rnnch aaâadty, 
looked closely at the handsome îzzt at whkh she had 
scarcely deigned to glance before ; for what vain and 

I triumphant woman would condescend to look at a poor 

' and obscure lad? But at last she scanned his fece, 

and was struck wîth its beauty. His fiery glance met 
hersy and she, fascinated and conquered, let iall on 

, him a long look which set the |eal to his celebrity. 

During this mémorable evening Anzoleto had con* 
quered his public and disarmed his most dangerous 
enemy ; for the beautifîil singer was not only queen 
on the boardsy but also in the administration and in 

\ Count Zustiniani*s study. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

In the midst of the unanimous and so Jiewhat ex- 
travagant applause which the voice and the manner 
of the débutant had aroused, a single lîstener, seated 
on the edge ofhis chair, wîth his legs pressed tpgether 
and his hands motionless on his knees, after the man- 
ner of an Egyptian god, remsûned silent as a sphynx 
and mysterious as a hieroglyph. It was the leamed 
professor and famous composer, Porponu While his 
gallont colleague, Professor Mellifiore, taking to himself 
an the honor of Anzoleto*s success, was strutting among - 
the women and bowing to the men to thank them for 
even a look, the master of sacred song sat with his 
eyes fixed on the ground, a frown on his brow, and his 
mouth closed, apparently absorbed in his own reflec- 
tions. Wlien the guests, who had been invited that 
evenii^ to a great baU given by the dogaress, had 
gone away one by one, and only the most enthusiastic 
dilettanti remained, gathered about the clavecin with 
a few ladies and the principal artists, Zustiniani came 
up to the old master and said, -* 

''You are imjtist to the modem composers, my 
dear professor, and your silence does not deceive 
me. You wish to dose yoor ears to the very end 
against this secnlar musiç and this new style whidi 
delights us aO, but your heart must hâve responded 
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in spite of yoanéî^ and jour eais hxve dnmk in the 
poison.** 

** Corne, sUr professerez said the dianmng CoriDa, 
Tcsaming with her okl master the leasing manner oC 
the scuûla, ** 70a mnst do me one Cnror.** 

««Get thee behind me^ wretched giil 1 ** cried the 
piofessOT, half lau^ing and lesisting die caresses oC 
hîs inconstant pnpiL ^ AVhat hâve we henceforth in 
common? I no longer knor yoo. Cany yonr pretty 
smiles and jour treacheroos waibGpgs dsewhere.** 

** Now he is becoming more anûaUep** said Corina, 
takîng the débutant hf the arm with ooe hand whik 
with the othershe went<m playing with the piofenor's 

(laige white cravat. ''Corne hat^ ZûMê^ and kned 
: before die most leamed master in Italy. Humble 

yoursel^ and disarm his severitj. A woid of praise 
from him, if you can get it, ougfat to be worth more 
ii in your eyes than aU the triumphs of Cune.^ 

''You were very severe with me once^ professor,** 
said Anzoleto» bowing to him widi mock modesty, 
"yet my only thoug^ for fixir years has been to 
make you change yonr unfinforable opinion ; and if 
I bave not socceeded this evening; I do not know 
whether I shall bave the counge to appear agadn 
before the pubUc.** 

" Boy, boy 1 ^ said the pr of ess er , lising quiddy and 
speaking with an eamestness and power wlûch made 
him appear noble and dignified, instcad of crooked 



Ib tiM VcattiM «aleeu 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CONSUSLO. 

\ 
and ill-tcmpercd, as he seemed ordinarily, "leavc 

honeyed and lying words to womeo. Nevcr con- ^ 

descend to flattery, cven to your superiors, Icast of ail 

to one whose opinion you inwardly despise. An hour i ( 

ago yott were in that corner, poor, unknown, and 
trembling. Your whole future hungupon a haïr, — 

a Sound of your throat, a iailure of your poweis, | 

a caprice of your audience. A chance, an effort, an 
instant, hâve made you rich, celebrated, insolent. 

Your career fa open before you; you havc only to | 

go on in it as long as your powers sustaîn you. There- \ 

fore, listen ; for you are going to hear the truth for 

the first time, and perhaps for the last You are in i 

the wrong road. You sing badly, and you like bad I 

music. You know nothing, and hâve never studied ' ' 

anything thoroughiy. You hâve no attoinroent^ but 
practice and facility. You show passion in the wrong 
places, and you only know how to coo and warble like 
those pretty, coquettish créatures whose inability to 

sing fa forgiven on account of their good looks. You ' i 

do not know how to phrase, you pronounce badly, { 

your accent fa vulgar, and your style fa false and I 

common. Yet do not be discouraged. You hâve 
ail thèse laults, but you hâve that with which to 
conquer them, for you hâve a quality which neither 
teaching nor labor can give you, and which neither 
badadvîce nor bad example cantake fromyou,— 
you hâve the sacred fire, you hâve gemus I The fire, 
alas I wiU illumine nothing great ; the genius will re- 
main barren! For I see in your eyes, as I heard 
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in your sînging^ that you do not love art, that yoa 
hâve no £dth in the great masters, that jtfx hâve no 
respect for great créations. You love glory, — nothing 
but glory, — and for yourself alone. You might havc — 
you might still — but no, it is too late ! Your career 
will be the flight of a meteor, like that of " — 

And hurriedly dapping his hat on his head, the 
professor tumed hb back and went away without 
speaking to any one, absorbed in the inward develop- 
ment of his enigmatic sentence. 

Although everybody laughed at the professor's 
eccentridtiesy his words made a painfiil impresnon 
and created a feeling of doubt and dépression for a 
few moments. Anzoleto was the first to appear to 
foiget them, although they had gîven rise to mingled 
émotions, — joy, pride, anger, and émulation, — which 
were to influence his whole future life. He appeared 
to be occupied only in making himself agreeable to 
CoriDa, and he succeeded so well that she took a 
strong Êmcy for him at this first meeting. Count 
Zustiniani was not very jealous of her, and he had, per- 
haps, good reasons for not watching her too closely. 
He cared more for the glory and the success of his 
théâtre than for anything else in the world. Not that 
he was avancions, but he was a real lanatîc in his 
worship of what are called the '' fine arts." -This is^ to 
my mind, an expression that exactlysuits a certain 
vulgar sentiment which is altogether Italian, and conse> ' 
quentlypassionate without much discrimination. ''Dé- 
votion to art " — a more modem expression, and one 
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which everybody did not use a hundred yeais ago — 
has a wholly difTerent meaning from ** a taste for the fine 

arts.** The count was, in point of fect, a *« man of / 

taste/' as they understood it at that day, an amateur 
and nothing more. But the chief business of his life 
was to satisfy this taste. He loved to be concemed 
about the public, and to hâve it concemed about him- 
selfl He liked to associate with artists, to set the 
fashionsy to hâve every one talking of his théâtre, 
his wealth, his amiability, and his magnificence. He 
was possessedy in a word, by the ruling passion of pro- 
vincial celebritieSy — ostentation. The eaûest way to 
satisfy and amuse a whole city was to own and direct 
a théâtre. He would hâve been still happier if he 
could hâve made the entire Republic sit down at his* 
table. \Vhen strangers asked Porpora what sort of m 
man Count Zustiniani was, he was accustomed to 
reply, '' He is a man who likes to entertain, and who 
serves music at his théâtre just as he serves pheasants 
on his table." 

About one o'dock in the moming the party broke 
up. 

** Anzolo/' saîd Corilla, who happened to be alone 
with him for a moment on the balcony, ** where do 
youlive?" 

At this unexpected quesdon, Anzoleto fdt himself 
Uush and tum pale almost simultaneously, for hoir 
could he acknowledge to thb rich and brilliant beauty 
that he had practically neither bed nor board? Even 
that. would hâve been better than to reveal the 
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wretcfaed den in which he spent the ni^its which he 
did not passy fîx>m choice or from necesûty, under the 
bhie canopj of heaven. 

'^Well, what is there so extnumiinarx in mj 
question?*' said ConUa, langhing at his embairaai- 
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^ I was thinkin^** said Anzoleto, witfa great présence 
\ \ ot mind, <' wtiat palace of kings or £dries would be 

worthj of the proud moital who coold cany to it the 
memory of a look of love bom Corilla.'' 

''And what do you mean bythat, flatterer?** she 
asked, flashing on him the most boming look that she 
coald find in ail her arsenal of charms. 

''That I hâve not that happiness, bat if I had, I 
should be too proud to live anywhere but between sea 
and sky, Hke the ^an.** 

" Or the CMccaUf " crîed the cantatrice, witfa a peal 
of lan^^ter. As the reader doubtless knows, gulk are 
birds of proverbbd stupidity, and their ûmplicity is 
équivalent in the language of Venice to oor expres- 
sion "stnpid as a goose.** 

" Laugh at me ! despise me ! ** said Anzoleto. "I 
• lîke even that better than îot joa not to think about 

\ I me at alL~ 

"Come, since yoa will not answer me except in 
metaphorsy I wîU take yoa in my gondola at the risk 
of carrying yoa iarther away from your house instead 
of nearer to it, and if I do serve yoa this ill tom, it 
wiU be yoor own fimlt.'* 

"Was that the motive of your curiosity, agnoia? 
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In that case my answer is short and clear : I Hve on j 

the stcps of your palace.** 

**Go and wait for me on the steps of tWs one,** 
said Corilla, loi;v*ering her voice, " for Zustînîani might 

not like the indulgence Hdth which I listen to your. ' 

nonsense." 

In the first flush of his vanity, Anzoleto slîpped j 

outy and sprang fix>m the landîng of the palace upon 

the bow of Corilla's gondola, conntîng the seconds by . 

the beating of his heart. But before she appeared 

upon the steps of the palace, a number of reflections | 

passed through the active and ambitious bndn of the 

débutant '' Corilla is all-powerful," he said to him- ^ 

self, ''but suppose I please her so much that I dis- 
please the coimt? And suppose I cause her to lose' 
her influence over him ?" 

In his perplexity Anzoleto glanced at the stair by 
which he could still go back, and was thinking of 
making his escape, when torches flared under the 
portico, and the beautiful Corilla, wrapped in her * 
ermine mantle, appeared upon the topmost step, sur- 
rounded by a group of gentlemen, each anxious to 
support her rounded elbow in the holloir of his hand, 
and thus hand her down the stoircase, after the iashion 
of Venice* 

"WeU,** said the prima-donna's gondolier to the 
distracted Anzoleto, ** what are you doing there? Go 
into the gondola quickly if you hâve permisâon, or 
else run off by the bank, for the count is coming 
down with the signora." 
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Anzoleto hurried into the gondola wîthout kncwing 
irhat he was doing. He had lest hîs head* But he 
had hardly gone in when he began to picture to him- 
self the count's amazement and indignation if he 
^should corne into the gondola with Corilla and find 
his upstart protège there. His agony was aU the 
worse that it lasted more than five minutes. The 
agoora had stopped half-way down the stairway. 
She was talking and laughîng noisily with those who 
accompanîed her» and dîscussîng the method of 
^ving a phrase, sang it loudl> in several différent 
ways. Her dear and ringîng voice died away 
among the palaces and cupolas of the canal as the 
early crow of a cock dies away in the silence of 
the country. 

Anzoleto, who could stand it no longer, was about 
to slip into the water through the window of the 
gondola which opened away from the landing. He 
had let down the glass, and already had one leg ont» 
' âde, when the second oarsman, the one at the stem^ 
leaned over the litde cabin towaids him, and said in 
an undertœie, — 

'M\lien she sings it means that you are to lie low, 
and wait without fear." 

** Evidently I do not know the customs," said Anzo- 
leto to himself^ and he waited, but not without a lin- 
gering fear. Corilla amused herself by bringing the 
count to the very bow of her gondola, keeping him 
there, wishing hlm feUcissima natte, until she was 
rowed into the stream. Then she came and sat down 
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by her ncw adorer as calmly and quîctly as if she had 
rim no risk whatever. 

*« Did you notice Corilla? " 2^ustiQÎam was mean- 
whfle saying to Count Barberigo, *« I would wager 
my head that she is not alone in her gcmdola." 

^\Miat gives you such an idea as that? " answered 
Barberigo. 

<<Because she teased me so much to go back with 
her to her palace.** 

** And aren't you jealons ? *• 

** I was cured of that weakness kmg ago. I would 
^ve a great deal if our principal cantatrice were to 
iâll seriously in love with some one who would niake 
her prefer life in Venice to those dreams of travd 
with which she is constantly threatening me. I do* 
not mind her little infidelities, and I could not replace 
her voice or her talent, or the fiiscination which she 
exercises over the San-Samud pubKc." 

** I nnderstand. But whom can she hâve with her 
to-nij^t?" 

The count and his friend went over the list of those 
to whom Corillo could hâve shown encouragement 
during the evening, and Anzoleto was absolutely the 
only one whose name was not suggested. 
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CHAFTER V. 

Meanwhile^ a violent combat was raging in the 
breast oi the happjr lover whom the waves and the 
shadows weie bearing away, distracted and embar- 
rassed, by the sîde of the most famous beauty in 
Venice. Prudent and cunning as a tnie Venetian, 
Anzoleto had not looked forward to his début for 
six years without leaming ail about the doromeer- 
ing and capridous woman who controUcd ail the 
intrigues of the théâtre. He had eveiy reason to 
believe that her £mcy for him would not be long- 
lived, and he had not avoided this dangerous honor 
I , simply because» not thinkîng it so imminent, he had 

I' ^ been taken off his guard. He had intended to 

make her tolerate him for his courtesy, and now 
she loved him for his youth, his beauty, and his 
new-bom glory. 

** Now,** said Anzoleto to himself^ witfa that rapid- 
! ity of perception and conclusion which some marvd- 

lously organized brains possess, ''it only remains for 
me to make myself feared, if I would escape the 
troubles and contempt which would assuredly foUow 
my triumplu But how can such a poor devil as 
I make myself feared by the very queen of the in- 
fernal régions?" He quickly made up his mind, 
and began to display a distrust, jealousy» and bitter- 
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I V ! ness whose passionate coquetry astonished the prima \ 

donna. Their conversation was tight, yet earnest. 

«< I know very well that yoa do not love me, and | 

never will love me, and that is why I am sad and \ 

constiained in your présence,** said Anzoleto. \ 

<* But suppose I did love you/' said CoriQa. . 

«*Then," replied Anzoleto, **! should be in utter jj 

despair, because it would be my iate to faD fiom j 

heaven into the pit, and lose you perhaps an hour 
aûer I had won you at the cost of ail my future hap- 
piness.' 
I \ ** Wbat makes you think me so inconstant? ** 

j . /^ <« My own lack of ment in the first place, and in 

I ; I the second, everythîng that I hear about yoa*" 

j j ^ ««\Vho isitthat speakssobadly of me?** 

j I <' AU the men, since they are ail in love witfa you.'* 

I I • ** Consequently, if I were foolish enough to M in 

1,1 love with you and to tell you so, you would avoid 

' j me?" i 

\ ^'1 do not know whetherl should hâve the strength / 

J to keep away from you ; but if I had, it is certain that 

] I woukl never see you again in my life." 

** Well,'* said Corilla, ** I hâve a great mind to 
make the experiment. Anzoleto, I really beËeve 
that I love you.** 

*< And I do not believe it at aD," he replied. **l{ 
I remaîn, it is only because I know that you are jest- 
ing, and at that game you cannot frighten me, stiB 
less pique me.** 

**1 reaUybelievé that you wishtotrywits with me.** 
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*<Wh]r not? I am not verj dangeroos» since I 
bave already given yoa m weapon with which to con- 
qucr me*' 

«What?- 

**• You hâve onljr to tell me in serious earoest what 
yoa just said in jest to freeze me with frîght and put 
me to instant fli^t.*' 

** You are a strange cieature, and I see that you 
are not to be trifled with. You are one of those men 
who are not satisfied with breathing the peHume ol 
the rose, but who wish to pluck and wear it. I should 
not hâve fanded you so bold or so self-willed, at your 
âge.»» 

''And do you despise me for it? ** 

''On the contrary, I lîke you the better. Good- 
night, Anzoleto, we will see eacfa other again.'* 

She held out her beautiful hand, which he kissed 
passionately. "I came out of it rather well,'* he 
thoughty as he hurrîed away under the gallery which 
runs beside the canaktto. 

Hopeless of being able to get into the hovd in 
which he usually dwelt, he thou^^t of Ijông down on 
the fîrst door-step he came to, and there enjoying the 
angelic repose which youth and poverty alone know. 
But for the first time in his life he could not find 
a stone dean enough to lie down on. Although the 
pavement of Venice is deaner than any other in the 
world, such a bed was far firom befitting a black coat 
of the finest doth and the latest fashicm. And then 
the proprieties I The very boatmen who would step 
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carefuDy over the stairs wîthout touching the rags of V; 

the young plebeian, would insuit him in his sleep, and l? 

perhaps purposely soil the livery of his paraûtical i 

luxury thus displayed at their feet What woukl thej ) 

think of a man who slept in the open air, wearing siUc |i 

stockings and fine linen, and with lace at his wrists I . 

and his throat? Anzoleto began to wish himself back «j 

in hb brown-and-red doak, well wom and iaded, but I 

still half an inch thick, and proof against thennwhole- «> 

some mist which lises in the moming firom the wateis V 
of Venice. It was in the latter part of February, and 
although at that season of the year the sun is biilliant 

and warm in that dimate, the nîghts are still veiy | 

cold. He thought of taking refuge in one of the 1 1 

gondolas moored against the bank, but they were aD ( 

locked. At last he found one whose door was open; I 

but as he went in he stumbled against the barcaroUe l| 

who was sleeping there, and fell over hinu ^ By the » 
devil's body 1 " cried a loud, hoarse voice from the 

bottomof thiscavem, ''^oareyou,andidiatdoyoa f 

want?*» * 1 

«'Is that you, Zanetto?'* said Anzoleto» recog- • \ 

nizing the voice of the gondolier, who was usuallj { *,' 

good-natured enou^^ with him ; 'Met me lie down l^ • ' ^\ 

you and take a nap in the shelter of yoor cabin.** t 

** Who are you ? ** asked Zanetto. 

« Anzoleto. Don*t yoa know me? " 

** No, by Satan 1 You wear dothes that Anzoleto 
could not hâve, unless he had stolen thenL Get ont, 
get out 1 If he were the doge himself I would jnot 
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^ take a man in mj boat wfao had fine dothes to walk 

I about in and no place to sleep." ) 

"Thus far," thou^t Anzokto, ''the pcrih and 
annoyances to which I hâve been exposed through 
Count Zustiniani*s protection and iavors hâve been 
greater than the advantages which they hâve procured 
me. It is time that my fortane should begin to cor- 
respond with my soccess^ and I long to hâve some 
sequins in my pocket that I may play properly the 
rôle that has been thmst npon me.** 

He wandered aboat the streets in a very bad humor, 
not daring to stop for fear of cheddng the perspiration 
which anger and ÊUigue had indnced. ^ If only I 
do not catch a sore throat ! '' he thought "To-mor- 
row the count will wi^ to show off his yonng prot^e 
before some stupid aristocrat who, if I display the 
slightest hoarsenessy after a night withont rest or sleep 
or shelter, wiU assert that I hâve no voice ; and the 
county who knows better, will say, ' Ah, if you had 
only heard hîm yesterday I * — * Then he îs unequal?' 
another will say; 'perhaps his health is not good.' — 

* Perhaps he tired himself yesterday,* a third will say. 

* He b very young to sing several days in succession. 
You would be wise to wait before introducing hîm on 
the boaids undl he is riper ànd more robust' And 
the count will cry, ' The devil 1 If he becomes hoarse 
after singing a. couple of airs^ he will not do for me 
at aU.' Then, to be sure that I hâve strength and 
good health, they wîU make me dng exercises every 
day until I am out of breath, and wiU break my voice 
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tofindout if mylungs are Sound. The dcvQ take thc 

protection of grcat lords 1 Ah, why can I not be firee, 

^d strong in my fome, the admiration of the public 

and the rivahy of the théâtres, sing in their drawing- 

rooms as a fevor, and treat with them as one power ! • * 

with another ! ** ;.; J 

Talking thus to himself, Anzoleto came into one of 
those little squares which are called corû at Venice, !; J 

although they are not courts at ail, but rather what is | ) 

known in Frcnch as a «cité.'* But thèse so-callcd '1 ' \ 

courts are far from being regular, élégant, and well ;|; .1 \ 

cared for, like our modem "squares." They are mI '^A 

rather litde, dark endosures, sometimes forming a cul- ji ! Vy^ 

de-sac, sometimes afTordmg passage from one quarter ! ! 1 1 

to another, but little travelled, and in neighborhoods V 

inhabited by those of small means and low condition, | ' | 

generaUy by the common people, by workmen, or by .i / !( j 

laundresses, who hang their linen on lines stretchcd , ^ 1 

across the Street, — an inconvenience which is borne by 
way£urers with great good nature, since their right of 
way is oftener from toleration than legaL Woe to the 
unfortunate artist whose study-windows open on thèse 
seduded endosures, the home of vulgar life which |i \ Mj 

crops up with its rustic customs, noisy and somewhat ^\ ^ 

undeanly, in the heart of Venice, only a few steps 

from broad canals and sumptuous palaces I Woe to , , , 

lûm if silence is necessary for his work, since from j ' ! 

dawn till dark the noise of children, fowls, and vdogi 
playing and fighdng, the endless chatter of woroen 
from door-steps to door-steps, and the songs of woïk- 
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men in their shops would not kave him a inomeiit*t 
rest 1 Yet happy is he if an itnpravisa^re does noC 
corne and howl his sonnets and hîs dithyrambs and^ 
he bas collected a penny from every window, or when 
Brighella does not plant her booth in the middle of 
the yard, patiently repeating her dialogue with the 
avocato^ il tedesco e il tavela ^ until she has vainly ex- 
hansted her fruitless éloquence before a mob of tat« 
tered children, — happy spectators who ^ave no 
scruples about listening and looking^ though they hâve 
not a Ëuthing in their pockets. 

But at night, when ail is sflence, and only the 
peacefîil moon lights the pavements» tfais coDectîon of 
houses of an periods, thrown together without symme- 
tiyandwithout pretension, marked by strong shadows, 
full of mystery in their recesses and of instinctive 
grâce in their oddity, displays a disorder which is infi- 
nitdy picturesque. AU becomes beautiM under the 
rays of the moon. The smallest architectural eflect 
grows and takes a new character. The tiniest vine* 
clad balcony puts on ail the airs of a Spanish romance, 
and fiUs the imagination with startling adventures. 
The limpid sky, in which are seen, beyond this sombre 
and angular frame, the pale cupolas of distant build- 
ings, leads one to endless rêveries.. 

It was in the Corte Minelli, near the chiirch of 
San Fantîn, that Anzoleto found himself as the docks 
were striking two in the moming. A secret instinct 
had led his steps to the abode of a person whose 
name or face had not once corne into his mind ânce 
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sunset He had hardly stepped into the court, when 
he heard a soft voice calling him veiy loir by the last 
syllables of hb name, and raising his head, he saw a 
(aînt figure on one of the most wretched tenaces in 
the enclosure. A moment afterwards the door of the 
building opened, and Consudo, dressed in a cotton 
gown and wiapped in an old sîDc mantle which had 
once belonged to her mother, came and held out one 
hand to him, while she placed a finger on her lips to 
caution him to silence. They went on tîptoe, feeling 
their way up the old and broken winding stair which 
led to die roof; and when they were seated on the 
tenace, they began one of those long whisperings 
broken by kisses, which one hears nightly on the house- . 
tops, like mysterious breezes, or colloquies of spirits 
of the air, who Ait in couples throu^^ the mist among 
the odd chimneys which deck with their red turbans 
an the bouses of Venice. 

** ^Vhat, my poor Consuelo," said Anzoleto^ ** havc 
you waited for me ail thb time? " 

'' Did you not say that you would come to give me 
an account of your evening? Well, tell me how yoo 

sang, — whether you pleased them and they applauded '\ } 

you, and whether your engagement is to be signed." il- ^' 

^And you, dear Consuelo,** said Anzoleto, sod- 
denly fiUed with remorse at seeing the confidence and i i r. 

the sweetness of the poor child, ^ tell me whether you ! M \ 

hâve not been impatient at my long absence^ if you 
are not tired of waiting for me, whether you hâve not 
been veiy cold hère on the tenace, whether you hâve 



T 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



44 CONSUELO. 

thought of supper, whether you are angry at me fior 
coming so late, whether you hâve been uneasy or 
Uamed me?** 

^Not (me of them aD,** sakl Consuek)^ frankly 
throwing her arms about hb neck; ''if I got impa- 
tient, it was not your fatih; if I was tired and cold, I 
no longer fed it, now that you hâve come. I hâve 
. foigotten whether I had supper or not. I did not 
blâme you; why should I? I was not mieasy; what 
I was there to be uneasy at? And angry with you? 

Neverl- 
«You are an angel!** said Anzoleto, kîssing her. 
I ** Ah, my consolation, how £dse and hard the heaits 

(^othersarel** 
( ''Alas, what has happened to yoa ! What hâve 

j \ they done to the son of my sculf '* said Consuelo, 

mingling with her pretty Venetian dialect the bold 
, ' and passionate metaphors of her native language. 

Anzoleto told her everything that had happened, 

\ even his flirtation with Corilla, and espedally her ad- 

t vances to him. Only, he told things in his own way, 

Irepeating only what could not pain Consuelo, which, 
\ since he had been faithful to her in fact and intention, 

Iwas almost the whole tnith. But there is a hundredth 
part of the truth on which no judicial inquiry has ever 
I thrown light, which no client has ever confessed to his 

lawyer, which no verdict has ever punished, because 
\ in the few facts or intentions which remain mysterious 

is the cause, the motive, the end, the secret, in short, 
* of those great cases which are always so badly aigued 
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and so badly judged, no mattcr what thc zeal of thc 
advocates or thc împartiality of thc jndgcs. 

To rctum to Anzoleto; it îs not neccssaiy to tell 
what peccadillos he passed over în silence, what • 
ardent émotions in thc présence of thc public hc cx- 
plaîned to suit himself, what longings, stifled in thc 
gondola, hc forgot to mention. I am inclined to 
think, indeed, that hc did not speak of thc gondola at 
ail, and that he represented his flattery of thc canta- 
trice as an adroit mockery by which hc avoided, with- 
out offending her, thc dangerous advances with which 
she had overwhelmed him. A\Tiy, since hc neither 
couM nor would tell thc wholc tnith, — that is to say, 
thc strength of thc tcmptations which his prudence 
and common sensé had overcome, — why, do you say, 
dcar reader, did thc young scamp run thc lîsk at ail 
of awakening Consuelo's jealousy? Do you ask it, 
madam? Tell me if you yoursclf are not accustomed 
to tell thc lover — I mean thc husband — of your 
choice, ail thc homage which has been paid you by 
others, ail thc flatterers that yon hâve laughcd at, ail 
the rivais that you hâve sacrificed, not only beforc 
marriage, but afterwards, the mormng after cvcry bail, 
yesterday, to-day, cven? Corne, madam, if you are 
beautifiil, as I likc to (ancy you, you would hâve donc 
precisely as Anzoleto did, — not to enhance your own 
value, not to make a jcalous soûl sufTer, not to make 
still prouder a heart already proud cnou|^ because 
of your préférence, but becansc it is pleasant to hâve 
some onc to whom you can tell thèse thinga^ ^"'^^ 
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70a seem to be accomplishîng a duty in confesâng 
them. Only, madam, you only confess aimost every- 
Ûiing. There is a tiny something of which yoa never 
speaky — the look, the smile, which called the imperti- 
nent déclaration &om the presuroptnoos créature <^ 
whom you complain. This smile, this look, this 
nothing is exactly the gondola of which Anzoleto, 
who was happy at the chance of going over in his 
memory ail the intoxication of the evening, forgot to 
tell Consuelo. Fortanately for the little Spaniard, she 
did not as yet know the meaning of jealousy, — that 
darky bitter sentiment which comes only to soûls which 

Ihave sufTered deeply, — for, up to that time, Con- 
suelo's love had been as happy as it was pure. The 
only circumstance which made a deep impression on 
( her was the flattering yet severe propheqr delivered 

) V by hef respected master, Porpora, concemîng the 

I future of her adored Anzoleto. She made the latter 

repeat the expressions of which the master had made 
use, and, after he had given them woid for word, she 
thought for a long dme and remained silent. 

** Consuelina," said Anzoleto, wîthout much notic- 
ing her revery, '' the air is extremely cool ; are you 
not afraid of catching cold? Remember that our 
future dépends even more on your voice than on 
nûne.** 

** I never catch cold ; but you are so thinly dressed 
in your fine dothes ! Hère, wrap yourself up in my 
tloak." 
'' What should I do with that poor little pièce of 
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tafleta, an luu or noies r x snuuiu u^c iiiu«;a ucucr 
to takc shelter for half an hour in your room." 

" I am mlling, only we must not talk, for the neigh- 
bors might hear us, and they would find ùaût with 
us. They are not ill-natured. They sec ourlovc- 
making without annoying me much, because they 
know very well that you never comc to my room at 
night. You had much better go home and sleep.'* 
*?.. «<^ Impossible! The house wïVL not be open till 
' â^m> and I hâve still three hours to shiver. See, 
my fce'th are chattering." 

" If that is the case, come,** said Consuelo, rising. 
" 1 will put you in my room and come back on the 
terrace, so that if any one is watching us, they will 
see that I give no cause for scandaL" 

She took him to her room ; it was a laxge chamber, 
much out of repair, in which flowers frescoed on the 
walls reappeared hère and there from under a second 
coat of paint, more vulgar and almost as much de- 
faced as the first. A large, square, wooden bed, with 
a sea-weed mattress and a cotton spread, very dean, 
but patched in a thousand places with pièces of ail 
colors; a straw chair; a little table; avery oidguitar; 
and afilagrec crucifix, — the only riches which her 
mother had left her ; a little spinet and a great pfle of 
old, worm-eaten music which Porpora had had the gen- 
erosity to send her ; such was the fumiture of the young 
artist, the daughter of a poor Bohemian, the pupil of 
a great master, and the betrothed of a handsome ad* 
venturer. 
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As there was only a single chair, and as the table 
was covered with muâc, there was bat one seat for 
;; Anzoleto — the bed ; and he sat down on it without 

4 ' ceremony* 

He was hardlyseated on the edge when fatigue 
- 1 overcame him, and he let hb head M on a large 

cushion of wool which served as a pillow, saying, — 

**Oh, my dear little wife, I would give aJl the rest 
of the years that I hâve to live for an hour's sleep, 
and an the treasures of the universe for the end of 
' j this spread over my legs. I hâve never been so cold 

as in thèse wretched clothes, and the discomfort of 
' walking has gîven me a chill and a fever.'* 

Consuelo hesitated an instant. An orphan and 
^ alone in the world at the âge of eighteen, she was re- 

f spondble for her actions to no one but God. Be- 

^ ~ lieving in Anzoleto's word as in Holy Writ, she did not 

; think herself threatened with his disgust or his aban- 

t donment of her if she yielded to ail his wishes. But 

V : a sentiment of modesty which Anzoleto had never 

comipted in her made her think his request a little 
!' coarse. She went up to him and touched his hand. 

. ' It wasy indeedy veiy cold, and Anzoleto made her 

touch his brow, which was buming. 

** Yon are ill 1 ** she cried, seized with an anxiety 
which silenced ail other considérations. '' Well, sleep 
an hour on the bed.^ 
Anzoleto did not hâve to be told twice. 
<*Good as God himself ! " he murmured, stretch- 
• } ing himself on the sea-weed mattress. 
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Consuek) wrapped him up in the spread, and taldng 
some poor garmcnts from a corner, laid them on his 
feet. 

" Anzoleto," shc said, în a \ow voicc, as Ac pcr- 
formed thcsc mothcriy offices» «* this bed on which 
you are about to sleep is the one in which I slept with 
my mother during the last years of her life ; the one 
in which I saw her die, on which I wrapped her in 
her winding-sheet, and on which she lay as I watched 
over her body with prayers and tears until the bark of 
the dead came and took her away from me forever* I 
wish to tell yott now what she made me promise in 
her last moments. ' Consuelo/ she said, ' swear to 
me upon the Christ that Anzoleto shall not take my 
place in this bed before you hâve been married to him 
byapriest'" 

" And you sworc? •* 

** I swore ; but in letting you sleep hère for the first 
time, I do not give you my mother's place, bat my 
own.'* 

** And you, poor chfld 1 wîD you not sleep at ail? ** 
said Anzoleto, half rising with a violent effort. ** Ah I 
I am a brute, and I wiH go and sleep in the strect.^ 

** No," said Consuelo, pushing him back on the 
pillow with tender violence. ** You are in and I am 
not My mother, who died a good Catholic, and who 
is in heaven, still watches over us. She knows that 
you hâve kept the promise you made her not to aban- 
don me. She knows, too, that our love has been as 
pure since her death as it was during her life. She 
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50 CONSUELO. 

secs that now I am thinking and doing do evîL Msqr 
her soûl rest in the Lord 1 " 

Hère Consuelo made the agn of the cross. Amo- 
leto was already adeep. 

** I win go and say my beads np <m the tenace^ 
that you may not hâve a fever/* added Consuelo» as 
she went ofll 

** Good as God ! ** repeated Anzoleto, fidntly, and 
he did not even perceive that hîs betrothed was leav- 
îng hhn alone* She went on the roof to tell her 
beads» and then came back to make sure that he was 
not worse» and seeing him deepmg peacefiilly, looked 
long in méditation at his handsome» pale &ce, lig^ted 
up by the moon* 

Then» not wishing to M asleepherself, and remem* 
bering that the exdtement of the evening had cansed 
her to neglect her woik» she lit her lamp» sat down 
before her little table» and wrote an exercise in com- 
poâtion which Maestro Porpora had ghren out for the 
foOowing day. 
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CHAFTER VL 

CouKT ZusTiNiAMi, in spite of his phOosophy, was not 
so insensible to Corilla's insolent caprices as he tried 
to appear. He coukl not help soffering from the 
ingratitude with which she repaid his generosity, and 
although it was in the worst possible taste at that 
period (in Venice as well as at Paris) to show the 
slightest jealousy, hb Italian pride rebelled agûnst 
the contemptible and ridiculoos part idiich she corn- 
peDed him to play. 

Therefore, on Ihe evening of Anzoleto*s success at 
^e Zostimani palace, the count, after jesting with 
Barberigo about the prinia-donna*s infidelitiei^ took 
his doak and his sword as soon as he saw the xooms 
empty and the lights extinguished, and horried to the 
palace in which Corilla lived to satisfy hb doabts. 

Âlthoui^ he made sure that she was alone, he stiD 
felt tineasy, and began a conversation in anundertone 
with the boatman, who was putting the gcmdola in its 
shed. A few sequins induced the man to talk, and 
the coont soon leamed that he had not been ™«hiV^ 
in suppodng that Corilla had had a compamon in the 
gondola. But who this companion was he coold not 
find out, for the gondolier did not know. Although 
he had seen Anzoleto a hundred times about the 
théâtre and the Zustîniani palace, he had not recognized 



; cr 



m 



M 



I 



H 



II' 



Digitized by 



^""""h il 



I 'j 



'À 



'S 

r 

» 



53 CONSUELO. 



\ him in the dark, with his black coat and powdered 

V hair. 

!^. This impénétrable mystery completed the count's ill- 

\ hnmor. He could not sleep, and before the honr when 

?. Porpoia began his lessons at the conservatoiy, he took 

*' his way to the Scuola di Mendicanti, and entered the 

^ room in which the young pnpDs weie to assemble. 

The count's poâtion in relation to the leamed mo- 
-i sidan had greatly changed. Zustiniani was no longer 

Porpora's musical antagoniste but his assodate, and 
in some sensé hb chie£ He had made large gifb to 
the establishment which the master directed, and, ont 
of gratitude, he had been given suprême controL 
Consequently, the two friends got on together as 
amicaUy as could be expected, conâdering Porpora's 
intolérance conceming the music then in iashion, — an 
intolérance which he was obliged to modify out of 
regard for the encouragement which the count gave 
to serions works. Moreover, 2kistiniani had produced 
one of the master's opéras at San-SamueL 

^ My dear master/' said the count, taking Porpora 
aside, ''you really must make up your mind not only 
\^ to aHow me to take one of your pupils for the théâtre, 

1 but yott must point out to me the one who is best 

aUe to replace Corilhu Our cantatrice is wom out ; 
■ she is losing her voice, her caprices ruin us, and the 

' public wiH soon be tired of her. It b really time for 

us to think of fînding a successor." 
' **\ hâve not got what you need," replied the pro- 

fesor, curdy. 
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««Really, master, I hope you are not falling back 
into your old temper. After such labor and sacrifices 
on my part to assist yoa in your muâcal vork, wiH 
you posîtively refuse me any kindness when I askyour 
help and advice for my own? ** 

^ I no longer hâve that right, count,^ replied the 
professor, '' and what I hâve told you is the tmth, 
spoken by a friend who has every deâre to oblige you* 
I hâve not in my school asingle giri capable of taking 
Corilla's place. I do not set too high a price on her, 
but, while I dedare that her talent has no solid value 
in my eyes, I am compelled to admit that she possesses 
a tact, an expérience^ a devcmess» and an influence 
over the sensés of the public which it takes years to 
acquire, and which no débutante can possess for a 
bng while.'* 

<<That is true," said the count, '«but, after aO, we 
formed CoriUa, we saw her begin, and we made the 
public accept her. Her beauty gained three parts of 
her success, and you hâve as pretty girls in your school 
as she was. You will not deny that, maestro. Come, 
confess that nobody could be more beaudfol than 
aorinda.** 

'«Nor more afiected and simpering and insup- 
portable I It is true that the public may think her 
grimaces charming; but then she sîngy ialse and has 
neither soûl nor intelligence. It is true that the public 
has no ears, either; but then she has not even memorj 
or devemess, and could not save hersdf from a fiasco 
by the charlatanism wUch serves so many peoplé." 
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As he sakl tfais» Porponi shot an involuntary glance 
at Anzoleto, idio^ as the coont's favorite, and under 
pretence of having to speak to him, had gained ad- 
mittance into the room^ and was standing a short way 
ofi^ Hstening to the conversatioiu 

^ No matter," said the count, without notîcing the 
I \ master's q>iteful little thrust, *^ I wUl not pve up the 

idea. It is a long time since I heaid Qorinda. 
Send for her» and five or six others with her, the 
prettiest there are. Hère, Anzoleto/* he added, 
lau^ii^ ^ yoa are well dressed enough to put <m the 
grave look of a young professor. Go into the garden 
and tell the most striking of thèse young beauties 
that we are waiting for them hère.** 

Anzokto obeyed ; but either ftom a spirit of mis- 
chie( or because he had a good leascm of his own, 
he brought back the ugliest, so that if Jean-Jacques 
had been there, he nûght well hâve said, ''Sofia was 
one-eyed, Cattrina was lame." 

They took Ânzoleto*s jest good-natnredly, and 
after laughing a little in their deeves, sent the girls 
back to send in such of their comrades as were des- 
ignated by Porpora. A charming group soon came, 
with the handsome Clorînda as the central figure* 

^What niperb hairl^ whispered the count to 
Pdrpora as she passed before him. 

^ There is a great deal more on that head than in 
it,** said the rou|^ old muâdan, without anulescend- 
ing to lower his vdce. 

After an hour of trials, the count, who could en- 
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dure ît no longer, gave up in despair, and wcnt away 
with giacefiil thanks to the young ladies, bat sayîng 
in a low voîce to Porpora, "Thèse parrots will nevcr 

do.*' 

** If your ilhistrious exceUency will allow me to say 
a Word about what is troubling him" — murmured 
Ànzoleto in the count's ear, as they went down the 
stairs. 

««Speak,** answered the count; ''do you know 
such a marvd as we are seeking?** 

'*Yes,exceIlenqr.** 

" In what sea do you expect to find this pearl?** 

" At the bottom of the dass, where the wily pro- 
fessor hides her when you review your féminine bat- 
talion." 

*' Is there a diamond in the school whose brilliancy 
my eyes hâve never noticed? If Pôrpora bas played 
sucha trîck" — 

** ExceUenqr, the diamond of which I speak does 
not belong to the schooL It {s a poor girl who 
only cornes to sing in the chorus when they need her, 
and to whom the professor gives private lessons ftom 
charity, and stiU more from hb love of art** 

''Then this poor girl must hâve extraordinary 
ability, for the professor is not easily pleased, and he 
is not wasteful of either time or labor. Hâve I. ever 
heard her without knowing it?** 

''Your excellency heard her once, very long ago^ 
whai she was only a chfld. Now she is giown up, 
strong, studious, leamed as the professor, and aUè to 
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make the public hîss Corilla if she were to sing three 
bars beside her on the stage.** 

** Does she never appear in pnblic? Does Porpoim 
never hâve her sing motets at vespen? '* 

^Formerly he used to lore to hâve her sing at 
churchf exceUency, but ânce the pupils» from jealousy 
and revenge, threatened to drive her out of the gai- 
leiy if she came there with them **— 

''Then she leads an immoral life?" 

** O Dio ! excellency, she b a viigin, as pure as the 
gâtes of heaven. But she is poor and of low birth» 
— like me, jour exceUenqr, whom yoa neverthdess 
design to raise by your goodness» — ^and thèse vik 
haipies threatened that they would complain to yoo 
<^ the breach of the rules which the professor com- 
mitted by introdudng into the dass a pupil who did 
not bdong to it** 

^Where can I hear this marvd?** 

'' You hâve only to order Porpora to hâve her sing 
ibr you, excellency. Yon can then judge of the 
beauty of her voice and the extent of her talent.'* 

** You seem so confident that I should like to hear 
her. You say that I once heard her, long ago. I 
cannot recoDect ** — 

**ll was at a rehearsal in the Church of the Mendi» 
cantL She sang Peigolese's ' Salve Regina.' ** 

*»0h, I remembcr r* criedthe count. "Her voice 
and accent and intelligence were admirable." 

** And yet she was only fourteen years old, my lord 
—a mère chikL** 
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«' Yes, bat — I seem to recoUect that she was nol 
prctty.** 

^'Not pretty, exceUenqr!" said Anzoleto, taken 
aback. 

''Was not her name — ? Yes, she was a Spaniaid, 
with a strange name.'* 

" ConsuelOy cxcellciicy.** 

^ Preciselyy and you were to be manied to each 
other, and the professer and I had a good lanj^ over 
your love afiiûr* Consuelol It is certainly she^ 
Porpora's Êivorite, a very intelligent girl, but very 

''Very u^y i ** echoed Anzoleto, aghast 

" Of course, my chikL Are you stiU in love with 
her?** 

" She is my friend, illiistiissimo.*' '. ' 

" When we say friend, we mean either sister or mis- 
tress. Whichofthetwo?" 

" Sster, exceUency.^ 

" In that case I can tell you what I think withoat 
hurting your feelings. Your idea is prepôsterous. 
We need an angel of beauty to replace Corilla, and I 
recollect weU now that your Consuelo is more than 
u^y ; she is fri^tfaL** ' 

The count was joined just then by one of hit 
friends» who went off with him, and he left Ânzoleto 
in consternation, mechanically repeating, *< more »Kaq 
ugly;fri|^tfiiir* 
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CHAPTER VIL 

It may seem strange to the reader, bat it is tiue 
that Anzoleto had never fonned any ojnnion concem- 
ing the beauty or ugliness of Consudo. Her life in 
Venice had been so isolated and seduded that no 
one had ever thonght of noddng whether the fi)nn 
which dothed so mudi intelligence and goodness was 
handsome or plain. Poipoia, who had lost ail per- 
ception of everything but art, saw in her only the 
artist Her neighbors in the Corte l^Gnelli had 
watched her innocent love affidr with Anzoleto with* 
ont being much shocked, for people in Vemce axe 
not exarting abont such matters. It b tme that 
they occarionally prophesied that she woold in 
the end be nnhappy with this yonng fellow, who had 
neither trade nor occupation, and advised her to 
numy instead some honest and quiet woïkman. 
But as she replied that, being without Êunfly and 
poâtion hersel^ Anzoleto suited her perfectiy, and 
as not a day had passed for six years without thdr 
being seen together, never trying to hide themsehes 
and never quarrelling^ people had at last become 
accustomed to their free yet indissoluble union. No 
neighbor had ever thought of making love to Anzo- 
leto's friend. Was it because of her supposed en- 
gagement, or because of her poverty? Or was it 
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rather because her person had neirer attracted one of 
them? The last hypothesb is the most probable. 

As every one knows, little gîrk bf from twehre to 
fourteezi are generally thin and u^y» and withont har- 
mony of feature, proportion, or movement. At about 
fifteen they are made over again, if we may say so, 
and she who but a Uttk while ago was frigfatful to 
look at, reappears after this short transformation if 
not handsome, at least agreeaUe. It has even been 
noticed that beauty in a child does not generally 
promise weO for good looks in a yoong giiL 

Consuelo, having improved with adolescence, as is 
commonly the case, had ceased to be called ogly, 
and the truth is that she was so no longer. Only, as 
she was neither a dauphiness nor an in£mta, she had 
no courtiers about her to proclaim the fact that the 
royal ofispring was visîbly growing in beauty; and as 
she had no famfly to be tenderly ccmcemcd for her 
future, nobody took the trouble to say to Anzoleto, 
** Your betrothed will never make yoa Uush for her 
looks." 

Although Anzoleto had heard her called ugly at an 
âge when such criticisms hâve neither good sensé nor 
value, as he had never heard the subject Aentioned 
since then, he had forgotten ail about it. His vanity 
had taken another direction. AU his dreams were of 
the théâtre and of £une, and he had no time to think 
of dîsi^ying his conquests. Besides, the curiosity in 
love which most young men feel had been satisfied in 
him. As I hâve abeady said, there was nothing left 
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ibr him to leam at eighteen. At two-and-twentj, he 
was half blase, and then, as at eighteen, hb love f<Mr 
Consuelo was as tranquil, in spite of a few chaste 
kisses, given without pasdon and returned without 
shame, as it had been eailier. 

That theie may be no undue surprise at this calm- 
ness and virtae on the part of a young man who was 
not remarkable £>r either in his gênerai life, it may 
be remarked that the great lîberty in which oor young 
people lived at the beginning of thb story had, in 
the course of tiroe^ become modified and restrained 
little by Uttle. Consuelo was about sixteen, and stiO 
led rather a vagabond life, leaving the conservatory 
aU alone to practise her lesson and eat her rice on 
the stept of the Piazetto with Anzoleto, when her 
mother, wom out with fatigue, gave up singing in the 
cafés in the evemng, with a guitar in her hand and a 
bowl for alms before her. The poor créature with- 
drew into one of the most wretdied garrets in the 
Corte Minelli to die by inches on a misérable paUet 
Then the good Consuelo, unwiUing ever to leave her, 
changed the whole course of her life. Except during 
the time occupied by her lesson, she worked at her 
sewing or her counterpoint by the bedside of this 
imperious and despairing mother, who had crueUy 
maltreated her in her childhood, and who now gave 
her the frightfnl spectacle of a death without courage 
and without virtue. Consuelo's filial piety and de* 
votion never wavered for an instant. The joys of 
childhood, Uberty, a wandering life, and even love 
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were ail sacrificed without complaint and withoat 
hesitadon* 

Anzokto murmured bîtteily; and seeing that hb 
reproaches were nseless, resolved to amuse bimsdf 
aiul foiget her» but it was impossible* He was not a 
hard worker, lîke Consuelo. He took quickly and 
cardessly the poor lessons wbich Ms teacher, to eam 
the salary promîsed by Count Zustiniani, gave equaUy 
quîckly and caiekssly. Tbis was a verj fortunate 
thing for Anzoleto, because the prodigality of nature 
quickly repaired the efiects of wasted time and tfae 
bad teachmg whkh he rxdved, but it also resulted 
in long hours of idleness^ during irtiidi he sadlj 
nûssed the bright and laithful companîonship of Con- 
suelo. He tried to addkrt Umself to the passions of 
his âge and his dassi» frequenting wîne-shops and gam- 
bling away the litde giftswhich Coont Zu^iniani made 
him firom time to time. This life pleased him for two 
or three weeks^ and then he perceived thathiscom- 
fort, his health, and his voice had deteriorated percep> 
tibly, that the '' £aur niente ** and disapation were not 
at aU the same thin|^ and that dissipation was not his 
élément. Plrserved fiom evil pa-saons by a deep- 
seated self-love, he sought sc^tude and forœd himsdf 
to study ; but the solitude seemed nnbearable to him. 
He then realized that Consuelo was as necessary tohb 
talent as to his happiness. Studious and perseveriog^ 
Uving in muâc as a birdlives in the air or a fish in tfae 
sea, overcomittg difficnhies without attaching more im- 
pœtance to the victoiy than a child would hâve don^ 
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but irresistibly impelled to combat obstacles and to 
penetrate the tnysteries of art by the same instinct 
which causes seeds to push through the earth and reach 
the light of day, Consuelo had one of those rare and . 
happy organizations which, by a necessity of their 
nature» find in labor both pleasure and a true repose. 
To such tempéraments idleness would be a fatigue, if 
idleness were possible for them. But they do not know 
what it means, and even when apparently idle they are 
stiU working ; they do not dream, but think. You say, 
dear reader, that you hâve known but few of thèse 
extraordinary organizations? I answer that I myself 
hâve known but one* 

Consuelo was always at work, but she made her 
work a pleasure. She would persist for hours in over^ 
' 1 j ', comingy eîther by free and capricious practice, or by 

musical reading, diffîculties which would hâve rebuffed 
Anzoleto if he had been left to tûmself. Without any 
set design and without any thought of rivalry, she 
would force him to foUow her, to support her, to un- 
derstand and to answer her, sometimes during her 
bursts of childish laughter, sometimes when carried 
away by that poetical and créative enthusiasm which 
is peculiar to the tempéraments of the common people 
in Spaîn and Italy. During the years that he had 
been absorbing Consuelo's genius, drinldng it in at its 
\ source without understanding it, and appropriating it 

without beîng aware of it, Anzoleto^ who was heM 
back in other respects by his laziness, had become in 
muâc a strange mixture of knowledge and ignorance, 
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of inspiration and frivolity, of power and awkward- 
nes% of boldness and weakness^ which had plunged 
Poipora into a labyrinth of ideas and conjectures. 

The master did not know the secret of aU thèse 
riches» borrowed from Consuelo, for after he had once 
scolded her severely on account of her intimacy with 
this good-for-nothingy he never again saw them to- 
gethen Consuelo, who wished to remain in his good 
gracesy had taken care never to be seen by him when 
she was with Anzoleto ; and if she saw him in the 
Street when they were together, she would dart into a 
gondola or hide behind a column. ' 

Thèse précautions continued when Consuelo became 
a nurse, and Anzoleto, unable to bear her absence^ 
and feeling that he was losing life, hope, and inspira- 
don, came back to share her quiet life and bear with 
her the dying woman's bittemess and ill-temper. A 
few months before the end, the poor woman lost aU 
strength, and, conquered bj the dévotion of her 
danghter, felt her heart open to softer émotions. She 
grew accustomed to receiving the attentions of Anzo- 
leto, who, in spite of his unfitness for such a part, con- 
trived to show a sort of playful zeal and amiability 
towards her weakness and sufiering. His dévotion 
finally won her heart, and in her last moments she 
made him and Consuelo swear never to separate from 
each other. Anzoleto promised, and even he felt in 
that solemn hour a sort of serious tendemess which 
he had never known before. The dying woman made 
this promise the easier for him by saying, '' Wheth» 
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64 CONSURLO. 

8he is your friend» your sister, your mistress, or your 
wife, do not abandon her, for she knows no one and 
has Ustened to no one but you.'* Then, believing 
that she was taking a wise and wholesome précaution, 
and without much thinking whether it was practicaUe 
or noty she made her daughter take the oath of which 
we already know, and which Consuelo had swom with- 
out foreseeing the obstacles which might spring up 
finom Ânzoleto*8 independent and irréligions character. 

When she became an orphan, Consuelo continued 
to work with the needle for her présent needs, and to 
study music that she might share in Anzoleto*s future* 
During the two years that she had lived alone in her 
garrety he had continued to see her every day without 
feeling any passion for her, and without being able to 
fed it for odier women, so iar did the sweetness of her 
ttendship and the pleasure of living in her intimacy 
appear préférable to anything else. 

Without realizing the extraordinary talent of his 
companion, he had acquired suffident knowledge and 
discrimination to be aware that she had greater culti- 
vation and richer gifts than any cantatrice at San* 
Samuel, were it Corilla herself. Therefore, to his 
halûtual affection there was joined the hope and 
almost the certainty of an association of interests 
which would in course of time render their life profit- 
able and brilliant. Consuelo was not much accus- 
tomed to think of the future. Foresight was not one 
of her maiked mental characteristics. She would 
hâve woiked at her mudc in any event;because of her 
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love of it ; and the comnranity of interest which the 
pracdce of thb art created between ber and her 
friend meant nothing more to her than an association 
of taste and happiness. Therefore Anzoleto had, 
without Consulting her, conceived the hope of hasten- 
ing the fulfilment of their dreams ; and whîle Zustiniani 
was considering a way of repladng Corîlla, the ambi- 
tioos ténor, guessing the condition of his patron*t 
mind with remarkable sagadty, had improvised the 
proposition which he had jnst made. 

But Consuelo's ugliness — this strange, unexpected 
obstacle, which was insuperable if the count was not 
mistaken — filled him with doubt and consternation. 
He therefore took his way to the Corte Minelli, stop- 
ping eveiy few steps to xecaU his Mend*s face nnder a . 
new light, and to repeat to himsel^ with a point of 
interrogation after each word^ "Not pretty? Veiy 
ugly? FrightM?»* 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

''Wht are yoa lookîng at me so?" sakl Consuelo, 
seeing him corne in and gaze at her wîth a strange 
expression, without sajdng a word* ** One would say 
that yoa had never seen me before." 

'' It is tme, CcMisado^" he replied, ** I never hâve 
^ I seen you 1 *' 

'' Are you crazy ? I don't know what you mean 1 '* 

'' Good heavens 1 I shoold think not,*' cried Anzo- 
leto ; ^ I hâve a great Uack spot on my bndn throu^^ 
which I cannot see you at alL'* 

** Gracions ! Are yon ifl?** 

** No, dear child, be easy, and let us tiy to get at 
the truth. Tell me, Consuelo, do you think me 
handsome?** 

**Certainly, since I love you.** 

** And if you did not love me, what would you 
think?- 

«'Howdolknow?'* 

^ When you look at other men, do you know whether 
they are handsome or u^y?" 

^Yes^ but I think you more handsome than the 
handsomest of them.** 

**1% it because I am so^ or becanse you love 
me?" 

^ A little of both, I think* But every one says that 
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you are handsome, and you know it vexy well youneUl 
What différence does it make?'* 

'' I wish to know whether yoa would love me even 
îflwerefrîghtfal?*' 

<' Very Ukely I should not notice it" 

«« Do you think that one can love an ngly person? " 

** \Vhy not, sînce you love me? •• 

'* Thcn you are ugly, Consuelo? Tell me truly, are 
youugly?** 

'' I hâve always been told so. Do not you see it?** 

" No, rcafly, I do not." 

** In that case I consider myself handsome enough, 
and am quite satisfied*** 

<« Do you know, Consuelo, that now, as you look 
at me with such a good, such a natural, such a loving 
expression, it seems to me that you are handsomer 
than Corilla. But what I wish. to know is, whether it 
is the truth or the effect of an iUunon* I know your 
expression — I know that it is frank and pleases me, 
that when I am irritated it calms me, when I am sad 
it cheers me, when I am depressed it encourages me. 
But I do not know your face, Consuelo ; I cannot tell 
whether it is ugjy.** 

''But again I ask you, what différence does it 
make?- 

'/ 1 must know 1 Tell me, could a handsome man 
love an u|^y woman? ** 

^ '' You loved my poor mother, who was but a ghoft 
And I loved hcr so dearly I " 

<« Did you think her ug)y? ** 
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"No,didyoa?'* 

'' I never thought about it at alL But to love really, 
Consuelo — for I do really love you, do I not? 1 
cannot do without you^ I cannot stay away from you. 
That must be love ; what do yoa think? " 

" Could ît bc anything elsc? •* 

** It might be frîendship.*' 

" Yes, ît mîght be fnendshîp." 
j' Consuelo stopped in surprise, and looked attentively 

at ÂnzoletOy who, having Men into a moumful rêverie, 
was asking himself, absolutely for the fîrst time, whether 
the feeling which he had for Consuelo was love or 
fnendship ; whether the freedom from passion and the 
chastity which he had preserved toward her wcre the 
resuit of respect or indifférence. For the fîrst time 
he looked at thîs young gîrl with the eyes of a young 
man, examinîng with an analytic spirit which was 
somewhat painfiil the brow, the eyes, the figure, and 
ail the détails which he had never grasped save as 
a sort of idéal whole, seen but dimly. For the first 
jt time Consuelo felt embarrassed by the gaze of her 

friend* She Uiished, her heart beat violendy, and she 
tumed away her eyes, unable to bear his look. At 
last, as he continued to maîntain a silence which she did 
not dare to break, her heart was fîlled with unspeakable 
anguish, great tears rolled down her cheeks, and hid- 
ing her face in her hands, she said, ** Oh, I see what 
it isl Yoa hâve come to tell me that you will no 
longer hâve me for a friend.** 
I *<No,no,Ididnot8aythat; I donot say ît!" cried 
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Anzoleto, frightened by the tean which be bad for tbe 
first time caused to flow; and quickly recalled to bis 
brotbeily feelîngs^ be put bis anus aboat Consado. 
But as her face was tumed away, instead of ber cool 
and calm cbeek, be kissed a buming sboulder, balf 
bidden by a fichu of coarse Uadc lace. 

When tbe fire of passion is suddenly Hgbted in a 
vigorous oiganîzatîon wbicb baspreserved the chastity 
of childhood tbiough the entiredevdopment of youtb, 
tbe sbock is violent and almost painfoL 

'' I do not know what is tbe matter witb me,** said 
Consuelo, as she released berself firom tbe anus of ber 
friend witb a feeling of fear wlucb she bad never yet 
felt; "but I feel veiy badly, — as tbough I werc 
about to die." 

''Do not die!" said Anzoleto, following ber and 
supporting ber in bis anns. ''You arebeautiful^Con- 
suelo ! I am sure that you are beautifiil ! " 

Indeed, Consuelo was beautiful at that moment; 
and although Anzoleto was not certain from an artistic 
standpoint^ lie could not bdp saying it» because be felt 
it deeply în bis beait. 

'' But what bas made you anxious to-day about my 
beauty ? ** said Consuelo, pale, and suddenly prostrated. 

'' Would you not like to be beautiful?'* 

"Yesjfbryou.** 

•«Andfbrotbers?** 

«• I do not care." 

^But if it weie one of tbe conditions of our futirn 
success?*' 
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Theiiy seeiog hoir aimons hé had made her, Anzo- 
leto told Consudo frankly his whole conversation with 
the coont; and when he lepeated the nnflattering ex- 
pressions which Zostiniani had emplojed in speaking 
of her, CoQsudo gave way to a great burst of langh- 
ter, and finished iriping her eyes. 

** WeU ! *' saîd Ânzoleto, surprised at sodi an utter 
absence of vanity, '^ is that ail yoa care about it? Ah, 
I see, Consuelo ! you are a litde coquette, and know 
that you are not ngly.** 

''listen," she replied witha smile; ''sinceyoa take 
an this nonsense serionsly, I mast relieve your mind a 
Uttle. I hâve never been a coquette; for not being 
beautiful, I do not care to be ridiculous. But as to 
being ugly, I am no longer thaL" 

<'Have yoa reaUy been told so? Who has toM 
you, Consueto?** 

''My mother, in the first place. She was never 
worrîed about my tigliness. I bave often heard her 
say that that would pass away, and that she had been 
rven uglier as a child. Yet many people who knew 
her bave told me that at twenty she was the hand- 
somest girl in Buigos. And you remember that when 
any one would look at her in the cafés where she used 
to ang, they would say, 'That woman must hâve been 
handsome.* You see, my poor Ix^, that is the way 
with beauty when one is poor; it lasts but a mo- 
ment One b not yet handsome, and then, soon, is 
handsome no longer. Who knows but I, too^ may 
be bandsom^ if I do not hâve to woik too haid 
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and can sleep enough, and do not sufier too much 
from hunger." 

''Consuelo, we will never paît. I shall soon be 
rich, and you shaU want nothîng. Then you can be \)é 

handsome at your ease." | !* 

«« Vcry wclL May Heaven send ît ! ** <'j 

''But that settles nothing for the présent; and the u f.j 

question is, whether the count will think you handsome j' , 

enough to appear at the théâtre.** \\\ 

''Wretched count ! If he b only not too hard to 
pleasel 

" In the fîrst place, you are not ugjy." ^ I 

<'No, I am not u^y. Not long ago I heard the .^| 

glass-blower who lives opposite say to bis wife, 'Do \\ 

you know that Consuelo is not bad looking? She v\ 

has a good figure, and when she smiles she brightens /]! 

onc's heart When she sings she is positively pretty.* •• fl 2 

" And what did the wife reply ? •• .|.; \ 

" The wifesaidy'Whatbuânessis that ofyoursyim- ^ i 

becile ? Attend to your work I Do you think a mar- . 

ried man ought to be looking at young girls? ' " L 

" Did she seem angiy ? " ^f C 

**Very angry.** 

"That is a good agn* She ielt that her husband 
was not mistaken. What next? *' 

"Next, the Countess Moncenîgo, who gives me 
work, and who has always taken an interest in me, 
said to Dr* Ancillo, who was with herwfaen I camein, 
'Doctor, see how this child has grown, and bow fiâr 
and well-shaped sht has become 1 * "* 
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"What dîd thc doctor say?** 

''He saidy 'It is tiue, madam, by Bacchust I 
should never hâve known her* She has that phleg- 
matic constitution which becomes fairor as it acquiret 
stoatness. She will be a handsome giil, you will 

«#^ 9 99 

«And ncxt?** 

^ Nexty the superior of Santa Chiara, who orden 
embroideiy for die altars of me, said to one of the 
sisters, ' Come hère and see if what I told yon is not 
tnie. Consuelo looks like our St Cecilia. When I 
say my prayers before the pictore, I cannot help 
thinking of her, and then I pray for her, that she may 
not do wrong, and may never sing except in church.' ** 

*« And what did the sîster reply ? •• 

''The sister replied, ' It is trae, my mother ; it is 
qnite true.' Then I went into their church and looked 
at the St. Cedlia, which is by a great master and 
is beautifu], veiy beautifuL** 

•«Docsit look like you?" 

"AKttk." 

" And you-never told me that 1 " 

** I never thong^t of ît" 

^ So yoa are beautifiil, dear QHisaelo? ** 

'^ I do not think that, bat I am not so ugly as they 
nsed to say. It is certain that they never say so any 
more ; bat that may be because they think that now it 
would hart my feeÛngs.** 

** Come, Consaelo, look at me. In the first place, 
yoa hâve the most beantifal eyes i& Uie workL'* 
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« But my moath is laxge/* said Consuelo, laughing, 
jid taking down the Httle cracked bit of glass whidi 
erved her as a mirror. 

'< Noy it is not small; but what beautifiil teeth you 
lave I '* said Anzoleta ^They are real peaili^ and 
rhen you laugh you show them alL'* 

'< Then you must say somethiug to make me lanj^ 
rhen we appear before the count.** 

*< You hâve superb hair, Consudo.** 

'' Yesy I am quite -sure of that. Would you like to 
«eit?" 

She took out the pins and let faU a torrent of 
>lack haïr which reached to the floor, and on which 
he sunlight glittered as on ice. • 

'' Your chest is broad, your waist good, and your 
houlders — ahl magnificent, Consuelol Why do 
rou hide them? I only wish to see what yoo will 
lave to show the publie." 

** My foot is smaU enough,** said Consuelo, avoiding 
fae subject, and showing % real Andalusian foot^ a 
)eauty almost unknown in Venice. 

''Your hand is charminfc too»*' said Anzdeto^ 
dssing for the first time a hand which undl then he 
lad always shaken warmly, like that of a comrade. 
' Let me see your arms." 

** You hâve seen them a hundred times,** she said, 
Irawing off her mittens, 

^ No, I hâve never seen diem,** said Anscdeto^ 
vho began to be curiously agitatcd by tUs innocentt 
ret dangerous examination. 
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He became silent again, devouring with his eyes 
the young girl, ^o seemed to him handsomer each 
time that he looked at her. 

It may be that he had not been altogether Uind 
until then, for Consudo had, for the first time per- 
hapsy thrown off that look of indifférence which is 
<Hily endurable when accompanied by perfect regular- 
ity of feattures. At that time, when she was stiH agi- 
tated by her past émotion, simple and trusting once 
more, but preserving a faint embarrassment which 
was the resalt, not of coquetry, bat of conscîous mod- 
esty, her complexion was of a transparent cleamess, 
and in her eyes shone a pure and serene light which 
certdnly caused her to resemble the St. Cecilia <A 
the nuns of Santa Chianu 

Unable to bear her embarrassment any longer, 
Consuelo suddenly rose, and resuming her playfîil 
manner with an effort, began to walk up and down 
the room with tragic gesticulations, and dnging oper- 
atic phrases in a somewhat exaggerated manner, as if 
she were on the stage. 

^Why, it is magnificent I *' cried Ânzoleto, de» 
lig^ted to find her capable of a charlatanism which 
she had never before displayed. 

''It is not magniiicent,*' said Consuelo, sitting 
down again, ^and I hope you do not mean it." 

** It would be superb on the stage. I assure you 
that it would not be exaggerated. Corilla would die 
of envy, for it is quite as striking as what she does 
idien they applaud her most furiously.'' 
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**Vij dear Ânzoleto,*' said Consuelo, ** I shoùld not 
care to hâve Corilla die for envy of dap-trap, and if 
the public applauded me for mimicking her I should 
not care to appear before it again.** 

'« You could do it bctter still?** 

'' I hope so^ or I should hâve nothing to do with 
it" 

" Wcn, how would you do? " 

" I don't know." 

"Try!" 

** No, for an this is a dream, and we must not make 
so many fine projects before it is dedded whether I 
am ugly or not. Peihaps we are aD wrong, and as 
the count says, Consuelo b frightfuL** 

This last posdbility gave Ânzoleto the strength to 
go away. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

AT this period of his life^ conceming which hîs 
biographers know very litde, one of the best compos- 
ers of Italy, and the greatèst singing-teacher of the 
eighteenth century, the pupîl of Scarlattî, the master 
of Hasse, Farinelli^ CafareUi, La Mingotti, Salambini, 
Hubert (called Porporino), La Gabrielli» La Molteni ; 
in a Word, the Êither of the most celebrated school 
of singing of his time, Nicholas Porpora, was living 
obscurely in Venice, in a condition bordering on 
indigence ard despair. Yet he had formerly directed 
the conservatory of the Ospedaletto in that same city, 
and that period of his life had been brilliant. He had 
written and bronght out there his best opéras, hîs 
finest cantataSy and his principal pièces of church 
mtmc. Summoned to "NHenna in 1728, he had there 
gained, after a struggle, the favor of the emperor, 
Charles VI. A favorite also at the court ofSaxony, 
Porpora aiterwards went to London, where he had 
the glory of sustaining a rivalry for eight or ten 
years with Handel, the master of masters, whose star 
shone dimly at this time. But HandePs genins won 
the day in the end, and Porpora, wounded in his pride 
and broken in his fortunes, had retumed to Venice to 
assume quietly, and not without some difficulty, the 
direction ofanother conservatory. HestiUwrote opéras» 
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bathe had greattroablein gettingthemproduced» and 
the latesty although written in Venice, was presented in 
London, where it had no saccess. His genius had 
received severe wounda^ wfaich gloiy and good fortune 
mîght hâve cured, but the ingratitude of Hasse, 
Farinelli, and Calarelli, who more and more deserted 
him, complète!/ broke lus heart» soured his character, 
and imbîttered hb old âge. He died at Naples in 
his eightieth year, poor and unhappf. 

At the time when Count Zustiniani, foreseeing and 
ahnost desiring Corilla's défection, was endeavoring 
to find some one to take her place, Porpora was 
subject to violent attacks of ill-humor, which were not 
wholly without justification. For though the mono 
of Jomelli, Lotti, Carissimi, Gasparini and other 
exceUent masters was liked and sung at Yenice, the 
public also enjoyed the ''bufia" music of Cocchi, 
Buini, Salvator ÂpoUoni, and other composers, whose 
vulgar and fluent st}'le suited the taste of vulgar 
minds. The opéras of Hasse could not please his 
jusdy incensed master. Therefore, the veneraUe bat 
unhappy Porpora, doâng lus ears and his. heait 
against the works of modem mu$ician% sought to 
crush them under the glory and the prestige of the 
older composers. His condemnation extended even 
to the graceful comportions of Galuppi, and the 
dain^ Êmdes of Chiozzetto^ the popular composer of 
Venice. He would hear of nobody but Padre Mar- 
tim. Durante^ Monteverde, and Fâlestrina. There* 
fore, when Count Zustiniani made his first propod* 
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tions conceming Consuelo, Porpora Tecehreâ them 
coldly and sadly. He dedred her happiness and 
gloiy, for he was too experienced a teacher not to 
onderstand her abOity and her déserts ; bat at the idea 
of the pro&nation of thb talent, so pure and so 
rîchly nurtured with the sacred manna of the great 
mastersy he bowed his head with a look of dismay, 
and said to the count, — 
^Yesy take her, this spotless soûl, this stainless 

« mind I Cast her to the dogs, throw her to the beastt 

of the field ! It is the Êite of genius in onr day/' 

> The professor's distress, which was real, though 

absord, gave the count an idea of the pupil's merit, 
fix>m the value which so severe a master set on 

;. îx. 

"Really, my dear maestro,*' he cried, "is Con- 
suelo so extraordinary, so divine a créature ? " 

** You shall hear her,'* said Porpora, and then re- 
peated, «< it b her fate 1 ** 

! However, the count succeeded in raising the mas- 

ter's drooping spirits by holding out the hope of a 

I reform in the choice of opéras for his théâtre. He 

promised to exdude trashy compositions .as soon as 
he had gotten rid of CoriUa, on whom he threw the 

, Uame of their acceptance and their success. He 

even insinuated adroitly that he would be very chary 

I of Hasse, and dedared that if Porpora would write an 

opéra for Consuelo, the day on which the pupil crowned 
the master with a double glory, by giving his ideas in 
the manner which befitted them, would be one of 
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lyric triumph for the San-Samuel, and the happiest 
moment of the coimt's life« 

Porpora was fairly won over, and began to wish 
secretly for the début of his pupil, as much as he had 
previously dreaded it, in the fear that shé would bring 
addîdonaî success to the woiks of his rivaL But 
when the count expressed his doubts as to Consuelo*s 
beauty, he reiîised to allow hîm to hear her in private 
and withôut notice. 

** I do not say/' he answered to the count's ques- 
tions and his presâng, ''that she is a beauty. But a 
little dress and préparation are absolutely necessary 
for a girl poorly dressed and timid, as a child of the 
people, who has never been the object of the least at- 
tention, must needs be in the présence of a nobleman 
and a judge lîke yourselt Besides, Consuelo is one 
of those women whose beauty is extraordinarily en- 
hanced by the expresdon of genius. Yoa must see 
her and hear her at the same time* Let me do as I 
like; If you are not satisfied, you can leave her to 
me, and I wîU make a good nun of her, and she will 
perpetuate the glory of my school by training pupils 
init.*' 

This was, indeed, the future which Porpora had 
destined for Consuelo. 

When he saw his pupil, he told her that she was to 
be heard and judged by the count. But as she inno- 
cently expressed to him her fear of being tiiought 
^fS^Jt be made her believe that she would not be seen,' 
and that she was to sing in the grated organ-gaDery, 
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whOe the count was in the churdu He advised her, 
however, to be properly dressed, because she woukl 
hâve to be presented to the count afterwaids ; and, 
althoagh he was poor, the noble master gave her aome 
money for this purpose. Consuelo, distressed and ex- 
dted, concemed aboat her looks for the first time» 
hastened to put both her toOet and hervoice in order. 
She tried the latter, and finding it so fresh, so strong 
and 80 flexible^ said to Anzoleto, who was listening to 
her with rapture, ''Alasl why does a dnger need 
more than to know how to dng?** 
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On the aftenuxm before the important day, Anzo- 
leto found Consueto's door bdted, and, after waiting 
nearly a qoarter of an hour on the staîrs, he was at 
last admittedy to find his friend in hcr new dren^ 
which she had put on to sec how it pleased hinu She 
wore a pretty rnoslin gown, with large figured flowen^ 
and a lace ficha, and her hair was powdered* She 
was 80 changed that Ânzoleto stood sOent for a few 
moments, uncertain whether she had gained or lost 
by the transformadon. The donbt which Consoelo 
read in his eyes was a cruel Uow to hêr. 

'' Ah ! '* she cried, ^ I see that I do not please yoa 
in this dress. AVho could think me endoraUe if he 
\^o loves me finds no pleasure in looking at me? ** 

<«Jast wait a litde," said Anzoleta <'In the fifst 
place, I am soqprised at the beauty of your fignre in 
thèse long stayi, and at the air of distinction which 
the lace g^ves yon. The heavy folds of yoor gown 
are marvellously becoming. But I miss your black 
hair, — atleast,! think I da But that is the costume 
of the common people, and to-morrow yoa must be a 
lady.- 

««AVhymustI bea lady? As for me, I hâte diis 
powder, which £sules and âges even the most beautifid 
women. AH thèse furbdows look like bœrowed phi> 
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mage. I oonotHke myself in this dressât ail, and I 
see that yoa are of the tame opimoo. Do yoa know, 
I went to reheanal this morning and saw CloriDda, 
who was trying cm a new gown, tpo. She was so 
^ smait and fine and handsome, that I am afiaid to 

' appear beside her bêfore the counL She is reaDy 

happy, for one doet not hare to look at her twke to 
knoir that the is beautifoL" 

''Don't wony yourseUl Ihe connt has seen her, 
but he has heard her, too." 
«'Didshesingbadly?''. 
''As she always sings."* 

''Ah, my friend, thèse riralries spoil one*s heaitl 

A Htde whîle ago, if Clorinda, who is a good gîil, in 

sfnte of her vani^, had made a fiasco before the 

\ jndge, I shottld hâve felt ahnost as sony and ashamed 

( as -she herseK And now I find myself glad of it I 

/ To stmgg^e, to envy, to try to luin each odier, and 

( aD fi>r a man whom one does not k>ve,'whom one does 

nôt even know 1 I fed dreadfiilly sad, dear love^ and 
I am as much fiîghtened at the idea iÂ succeeding 
as at that of failing. It seems as if our happiness was 
drawing to an end, and that to-morrow, afterthe trial, 
nomatterTriiattheresnhof itmay b^ I shall corne 
back to tUs poor room whoDy changed fiom what I 
hare been heretofinre." 
Two great tears roUed down Coosaelo*s cheeka. 

Are yoa goingto cry now?** cried Anzolelo. 
What are yoa thinking aboot I Ton will dim yoor 
;, eyes and swell yoor Hds. Toar eyes^ Consacto! 
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Her ûiend did his best to console her, but she was I / [ ' 

bîtterly sad ail the rest of theday ; and in the evening^ .;: f r^ . 
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don*t spoil your eyes^ which are the handsomest thing 
you hâve I ^ 

^ Or the least ugly/' she said, wiping away her 
tears. '' Ah, well, when one gives one's self to the 
world, one has no longer the right even to weep 1 



when she was once more alone, she carefiilly brushed 



— , — j . . ^ 

ont the powder, oncurled her black hair and coOed •.|'^ i 

ît up, and tried on a simple black dress, which was . i ' 

stin firesh, and which she usaally wore on Sundays. (^; v' 

AVhen she saw herself in the glass^ looking as she k' \ \ 

ordînanly did, she recovered confidence. Then she ; ^S y 

prayed fervendy, thought of her mother, grew sad 'ij'l 

agaîn, and finally cried herself to sleep. When Anso- V< V 1 1 

leto came the next dayto take her to church, he found \\^ |)| 

her at her spinet, in her usual Sonday dress, tryîng 
over the solo which she was to sing. 

'' What ! " he cried, '' not dressed yet, and your haix 
not done I It is almost time 1 What are you thinking 
about, Consuelo ?" • ] ., } 

«*Dear fnend," she answered resolutely, ''I am ail f r 

dressed, my hair is arranged, and I am quite easy. I 
intend to go as I am. Thèse finedresses do not suit 

me, and you like my black hair better than powder. i 

Beddes, this waist does not interfère with my breathing. .1 JT 

Do not try to persuade me ; I hâve made up my mind. 
I asked God to inspire me, and my mother to watdi 
over me. God has inspired me to be modest and ^ \ 

ample. My mother came to me in adream and said, [î 
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I 'Jasttrytonng well; God wm do die rest' Thcn 

I I sawher takemy fine dressyinylacesy and myribbona^ 

and fold them away in a wardrobe, and afterwards 
she placed my Uack gown and my white-muslin man- 
tilla on the chair beside my bed* As soon as I waked 
up, I laid away the dress as I had seen her do in my 
dream, and I put on the black gown and the mantiHa. 
So I am aD ready. I feel braver since I hâve given 
up tiying to please by means which I do not knoir 
hov to use. Listen to my voice ; everything dépends 
onthat** 

She sang a phrase* 

" Good heavens I we are ruined 1 '* cried Anzoleto. 
^ Your voice has lost its briUiancy and your eyes are 
red. You must hâve cried last night, Consuekx 
This is a fine state of afiairs 1 I tell you that we are 
ruined, and your idea of dressing in mouming on a 
festival is absurd. It is unlucky, and besides tt is 
unbecoming. Quick, quick I put on your handsome 
dress again, while I go and buy you some rouge. 
You are pale as a g^ost'* 
r A rather sharp discussion sprang up between them. 

Anzoleto was somewhat brutaL The poor giri fdt 
her heart grow sadagain, and her tears flowed afresh. 
Anzoleto grew still more irritated at this, and in the 
midst of the argument the Êital hour stnick, the 
quarter before two o'docky leaving them just time to 
huny to the church and get there ail out of breath. 
Anzoleto uttered an eneigetic oath. Consudo, paler 
and more trembling than the moxning star which is 
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mirrored in the water of tbe lagoons» looked at her- r^^ ^ 

self once more in her little broken glass, and then i |)j^ ^ 
toming around, she threw herself impetuously into 

Anzoleto's anns. s) \ \'\\ \ 

"Oh, my love/' she cried, "do not scoM me, do i| Y 
not curse me ! Kiss me hard, rather, to drhre this 

dreadful paleness from my cheeks. May yonr kist , . 

be like the fire of the altar on the lips of Isaiah, and ]' 1 7 1 ^ 

may God forgive us for doubting his goodness 1 *' ' ^i i| j 

She quickly threw her mantilla over her head, took ' ; > ,< 

her books, and dragging away her appalled lover, hur- Y . y 

ried to the Mendicanti, where a crowd was already /, [ )\ 

assembled to listen to Porpora's fine muâc Anzo- <;Vij iv 
leto, more dead than alive, went to join the count, 

who had told him to meet him in his gallery, and 'lUl*( ll^ 

Consuelo went up into the organ-Ioft, where the { 
chorus was already in Une of battle; with the maestro 

at lus desk. Consuelo did not know that the count's . j 

gallery was ao situated that he could see much less rJl^ ' 

into the church than into the organ-Ioft, that he al- | T'^ ^' ^ 1 

ready had his eyes fixed on her, and that he was not * I ;>^ 

losing one of her gestures. i | j t 

But he could not yet distingnish her features, for \ |1 '. 

she knelt down as soon as she came in, hid her Êbce ( 1) |(| 

in her hands, and began to pray eamestly. "My If ^'1 j^l 

God," she said, firom the bottom of her heart, "Thon ï ni}! 

knowest that I do not seek to rise above my rivais to ! Vf / j.' | 

humble them. Thou knowest that it is not to aban- . ^\ 
don the love of Thee and to wander in the patfas of 

vice that I am about to give myself to the world and ' 
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/ to secular art. Thoa knowest that pride does not fin 

i < my hearty and that it isonly that I may lire with him 

whom my mother pennitted me to love, that I may 
[ ! never be separated from him, and that I may insure 

his welfare and happiness, that I ask Thee to support 
• I me, and to glorify my voice and my thought while I 

sing Thy praises.'* 
When the first chord of the orchestra caUed Con- 
V suelo to her place, she rose slowly. Her mantilla fell 

to her shoulders, and at last her face was visible to 
the anxious and impatient spectators in the neighbor- 
ing gaUery. But what a marvellous transformation 
had taken place in this young giil, who but a moment 
ago was so pale and cast down, cnished by fisitigue 
and fear! A heavenly radiance seemed to float 
t I about her broad brow, and a soft languor still over- 

Ç spread the sweet and noble lines of her serene and 

generous face. Her look revealed none of those 
( small passions which seek and covet a trivial success. 

} There was in her whole appearance something solemn, 

I mysterious, and exalted, which compeUed respect and 

I , love. 

** Courage, my daughter I *' said Porpora, in a 

low voice. '' You are about to sing the music of a 

greatmaster, and thatmaster is hère to listen to you." 

''Is it Marcello?" said Consuelo, seeing the old 

man lay MarceUo's psalms on his desk. 

**Yes, Marcello. Sing as you always do, with 
nothing more or less, and ail will be welL" 

Marcello, then in the latest year of his life, had in 
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fect corne to pay a last visit to Venice, bis Cattheiland, 
which was prood of Imn, whether as a compoter, a 
writer, or a magistrats. He had beenfiiU of courtes^ 
towards Porpora, who had begged him to listen to his 
papils» and who had, moreover, arranged a surprise 
for him by having Ccmsudo, who knew it perfectlft 
sîng his magnificent psalm, ** I deli immcnri narrano.** 
No sélection coald hâve been more appropriate to the 
spedes of religious exaltation which then filled the 
sotil of this noble girL As soon as the first words of 
this broad and spirited air i^peared before her eyes^ 
she felt herself transported into another worid. She 
foigot CountZustinianiy the curions looks of her rivais, 
and even Ânzoleto, and thought only of God and of 
Marcello, who seemed totake the place of an interpré- 
ter between herself and that splendid heaven whose 
^ory she was about to sing. What nobler thème coold 
there be, indeed, or what grander idea? 

I dcB immenii nanaao 
Dd grande Iddio la gloria; 
n finnamento liiddo 
AU nnifcno annimla 
Qnaiito ricoo iffl r*^^ 
Ddla tua destra le opevt» 

A divme fire rose to her cheeks and a sacred flame 
flashed firom her eyes as she filled the boQding witii 
that nneqnaUed voice and that victorions accent^ 
pure and truly grandiose, which can sprii^ ooly firom 
a great intelligence nnited to a great heart. After 
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Marcello had Ustened to a few ban, a tonent of 
deUdoQS tean flowed fîom his ejes. The coan^ 
nnaUe to master his emodoDy cried ont, — 

^Sangne di Christol This womaii b beandfall 
She b St. Cecilia, St Theresa, St Consuelo ! She b 
poetiy, musicy and fidth penooified I ** 

As for Ânzoleto, irho had rben, and lAo could onlj 
support himself cm hb shaldng knees by dinging to 
the grating of the gaOery, he fdl back oa hb seat 
choking; ready to Mot, and dnink witii jojr and 
pride. 

It reqnired ail their respect for the holy place to 
keep the numerous dflettanti and the crowd wUch 
fiUed the church from brealdiig into frantic appfautse» 
as if they had been in a théâtre. The cotint had not 
the patience to wait for the end of the service before 
going into the organ-loft to expre» hb enthusiasai to 
Porpora and Consoek). The latter was oUiged, dur» 
ing the chanting of the ofBdating dergj, to go into 
the cotmt*s gaDery to receive Marcelfo's thanla and 
praises. She found him stOl nnder the influence of a 
poweifid émotion* 

^My chîld,** he said, in a broken Tcrfce^ "recdve 
the thanks and the blesnng of a dying man. Yoa 
hâve made me forget in an instant years of mortal 
agony. It seems as thoug^ a mirade had been 
worked in me, and thb incessant, frightlbl pain had 
disappeared forever at the soond of your vcnce. If 
the angds above smg as yoa do, I long to qoit the 
earth to go and enjoy an etemity of the pleasore 
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which ycm hâve jost rerealed to me. Therefinie imj 
you be blested, mj cfaild, and maj jour happine» io 
this world be eqaal to yoar merits. I hâve heaid 
Fattstina, Romanina, Cazxooi, — ail die great angen 
of the worid ; bat not one of tbem b fit to be men- 
tioned in the same l»eath whh yon. It has been le» 
tenred îat joa to gbe the incnid to hear that wfaidi it 
has never heaid, and toficd that which man has never 
ich.'^ 

Consoeloy overwhehned and ahnort cnished by this 
magnificent piaise, bent her kneeneaxljto the ground 
withoat beiog aUe to ntter a woid, and laised to her 
Hps the Hvid hand of the djrii^ man. Bot as die 
rose, she glanced at Anzoleto with a look which 
seemed to say, ^Yet yon» nngratefbl feDow, never 
gaessed what was in me 1 " 
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CHAPTER XL 

DuRiMQ the rest of the semce, Consudo displayed 
an energy and a richness of powers which forestalled 
an the objections which Count Zastiniani might yet 
hâve made. She led, sustained, and gave life to the 
choruses» taking each part in turn, showing in this 
way the prodigious range and the various qaalitie$ of 
her voice, as weU as the inexhaostiUe power of her 
lungSy or, to speak more properly, the perfection of 
her method ; for those who know how to sing never 
tire themselvesy and Consudo sang with as litde effort 
and labor as others showin breathing. Her dearand 
fiiU tone could be heard above the hundred voices of 
her companionsy not because she screamed like those 
nngers who hâve neither brains nor breath, but 
because the quality was of irreproachable purity and 
her delivery faultlessly distinct Besides that, she 
felt and understood the finest shades of meaning in 
the music which she was interpredng. She alone, in 
short, was a muâcian and a master in the midst of 
this herd of vulgar minds^ fresh voices, and weak 
wilb. Therefore it was insdnctivdy and without os- 
tentation that she exerted her power; and as long as 
the singing lasted she exerdsed an authority which the 
others felt to be necessaiy. But after the service was 
over, they were impatient and angry with her for 
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it, and one who, a moment before, feeling henelf 
weaken, had almost implored her hdp by a look, now 
calmly appropriated to herself aU the piaise which 
was giveo to Porpora's school as a body. The mas- 
ter smiled at this praise without saying anythin^ but 
he looked at Consado» and Ânzoleto nnderstood the 
look right welL 

After the bénédiction, the dionis-singen partook 
of a ridi collation which the count had served in one 
of the parlors of the convenu A giating separated 
two large tables, in the shape of a half-moon, and an 
opening, the àzt of an enonnous pasty, was made 
in the centre of the grating, thiough which the count 
gracefully served the principal nuns and the pupils. 
The latter, dressed like Béguines, came in tum by \*| 

dozens to take the empty seats within the doister. 
The superior, who sat next the grating, was thus 
on the right of the count, who was in the outer 
iq>artment. But on Zustiniani*s left there was a va- 
cant place. Marcello^ Porpora, the curate cf the 
parish, the prindpal priests who had just offidated, 
and a few patrician dilettanti and lay managers of the 
school, and finally, the handsome Anzoleto, in his 
black coat and with a sword at his side, fiUed up the 
count's table. Ordinarily, on sucfa occasions, the 

young ângers were very animated. The pleasure of ^[l 

eating, that of talking to men, and the désire to be 
admired, or, atany rate, toattract attention, gave them • i 

plenty of life and vivadty. But that day the hmcheon 
was dreary and constrained. The count's project had I • 
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, become knomi (how cotild there be any secret in a 

\\ convent without its leakingout in one way or an- 

\ j other ?), and each of the young girls secreUy flattered 

^ herself that she was to be presented by Porpora as 

Corilla*s successor. The master had even encouraged 
some of them in their illimons» either to induce them 
to sing better before Marcello, or to avenge himsel^ 
by their future disappoîntment, for ail that they had 
inflicted on him in their lessons. It is certain that 
Clorinda, who was only an out-door pupîl of the 
school, had made an elaborate toilet, and expected 
to take her place on the count*s left hand. But when 
she saw that tatteidemalion, Consuelo, with her plain 
black dress and her quiet manner, that ugly créature 
whom she afiected to despise, proclaimed the only 
musidan and the only beauty in the school, and seated 
between the count and Marcello, she became u^y with 
anger, — ugly as Consuelo had ne ver been, and as Venus 
herself would be if she were filled with lowand wicked 
feelings. Ânzoleto looked at her attentivdy and, 
\'^ '] , triumphing in his nctory, sat down by her and over- 

; I ' - r whelmed her with ironical attentions wlûch she had 

not the wit to understand, and which quickly corn- 
forted her. She thouj^t that she was being revenged 
on her rival by attracdng the attention of her betrothed, 
and she spared no pains to intoxicate him with her 
channs. But she was too shallow, and Consuelo's 
lover too dever, for this unequal contest not to cover 
her with ridicule. 
Count Zusdniam was snrprised to find, when he 
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talked to Consudo, that the tact, good sensé, and 
chann of her conversation were as remarkable as the 
talent and power which she had shown in church. Al- 
though she was absolutely free from coquetry, there were 
a playful frankness and a confiding simplicity in her 
nianner which inspired sudden and irrésistible sym- 
pathy. \Vhen hincheon was over, the count invited 
her to corne and enjoy^the cool of the evening with 
his (nends in his gondola. Marcello was excused 
becaose of his bad health ; but Porpora, Connt Bar- 
berigq, and several other patridans accepted the 
invitation, and Ânzoleto was allowed to go along. 
Consudo ; who felt a litde embarrassed at being alone 
with so many men, begged the count in an undertone 
to ask Qorindfi; and Zustiniani, who did not under- 
stand Anzoleto's dévotion to the poor giri, was not 
sony to see him tum his attendons to another than 
hb betrothed. The noble count, thanks to the frivolity 
of hb character, his good looks, his wealth, and his 
théâtre, as well as to the loose morals of Us âge and 
country, was not without a good share of conceiL 
Heated with Greek wine and muâcal enthusiasm, and 
impatient to be revenged on his faithless Corilla, he 
thought it the most natural thing in the world to make 
love to Consudo. He sat down be^de her in the 
gondola, after pladng every one so that Qorinda and 
Anzoleto were at the opposite end of the boat, and 
began to look at his new vicdm in a highly ngnificant 
£uhion. The good Consudo^ however, did notunder- 
stand it in the least. Her frankness and her honesty 
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woukl never hâve permitted her to suppose that the 
: protector of her (riend could hâve such evQ designs, 

and her native modesty, which had noi been in the 
least afiected by her brilliant triumph, would hâve 

^ forbidden her even to believe such designs possible. 

She continued to révère in her heart the gentleman 
who had adopted her as well as Anzoleto, and inno- 

( cently gave herself up to enjbying the excursion with- 

out sospecting any ulterior motive for it» 

Such calmness and ingenuousness surprised the 
county and he could not make out ^ether it was the 
willing submisàon of an unresisting heart or the stn- 
pidity of absohite innocence. Yet in Italy a girl of 
eighteen must know, or, I should say, a hundred 

( years ago must hâve known, a good deal, especially 

with such a friend as Ânzoleto^ EvexytUng, there- 
fore, appeared to favor the count's hopes. Yet every 
time that he took his protege's hand, every time that he 
stretched out his arm to put it about her waist, an in- 
definable fear made him pause, and he was filled with 
a feeling of doubt, and almost of respect, which he 
' ' r could not understand. 

Barberigo also found Consuelo very fiiscinating, and 
he would gladly hâve established pretensionslîke those 
of the count^ had he not thoug^t it more délicate cm 
his part not to interfère with his friend's designs. 
** Honor to whom honor is due,** he thought, seeing 
Zustiniani's eyes floating in an atmosphère of vohiptu- 
ous intoxication; ** my tum will come later.^ Mean- 
while, as young Barberigo was not much in the haUt 
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of gazing at the stars when he was in the company of ' 

ladiesy he asked himself what right Anzoleto had to 

monopolize the blonde dorinda, and sitting down 

beside her, tried to make the ténor nnderstand that 

he woold be better employed in rowing the boat than \ 

in making love to the yonng girL Anzoleto was not ,| 

well bred enough, in spîte of his marvelloiis acatenessi 

to understand a hint, and, moreover, his pride towards I 

patricians boidered on insolence. He hated them ; 

cordîally, and his servility to them was merdy a mask 

which concealed his inward contempt. Barberigo^ 1 

seeing that Anzoleto was amusing himself byannoying /* 

him, devised a cruel vengeance. J;> 

««By heaven!" said he aloud to Qorinda, <<see 7 

what a success your firiend Consnelo is havingl I y 

wonder where she will stop to-day? Not satisfied 
with creating a sensation throngh the whole town by 
the beanty of her smging» she is tumii^ the poor 
connt's head with the fire of her glances. If he is not ( (i ; 

mad already, he soon will be, and then there wiU be 
an end to Madam Corilla.** 

** Oh, you need not worry,** said Clorinda, with a 
sly look. '' Consaelo is in love with Anzoleto hère. i 

She is engaged to him. They hâve been devoted to ' 

each other for I don't know how many years.** 

''Yes, but the dévotion of any number of years i 

may be foigotten in the twinkling of an eye^ especially 
when that eye happens to be Zustiniani*s. Do you 
not agrée with me, lovdy Ctorinda?** 

Anzoleto could not bear this raillery very long. I 
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His beart became filled with ail torts of iinpleasâiit 
ideas. UntS then, he had never suspectcd ordieaded 
anything of the kind. He had given way blindlj to 
the Joy of seeing his friead trramph, and it had been 
as much to conceal hb raptures as to enjoy a refine» 
ment of vanity that he had been amnsing hUnself fi)r 
a couple ofhoors in making sport of the victim of this 
intoxicating day. 

After Jesting a littk with Barberigo, he pretended 
to take an interest in the musical discussion which 
Porpora was carrying on In the middle of the boat 
with the other guests. He left the place which he no 
longer cared to keep, and dipped in the daik up to the 
bow. At the firstattempt that hemadeto break into the 
count's tete-a-tete with his betiodied, he quicUy per* 
ceived that Zustiniani did not wdcome the inteinip- 
tion, for he answered him coldly, and èven shortly. 
At lasty after several idle questions wUch were badly 
received, he was advised to go and listen to the deep 
and leamed remarks which the great Porpora was 
making on the subject of counterpoint. 

^The great Pùrpora b not my master,*' replied 
AnzoletOy in a Jesting tone, under which he concealed 
his inward rage as weO as he was able. << He b Con- 
suelo'Sy and, if it might pl(»se your dear and weD- 
beloved lordship^*' he added very low, bending 
towards the count with an indnuating and caressing 
manner, ^that my poor Consuelo should take no 
other lessons than those of her old professor " — 

<< Dear and wdl-beloved Zoto^** said the count^ in 
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an equally càresâng, but profoundly suggestive, tone, 
** let me whisper a word to you ; '* and, leaning over 
to him, he added, '^ your betrothed must hâve received 
from you lessons in virtue which would roake her in* 
vulneraUe. But if I had a fancy to give her otheit, I 
should hâve a ri^^t to try it for at least one even- 
ing." 

Anzoleto grew cold from head to foot 

«« Will your gracious excellency ddgn to explain? ** 
he asked, in a chokmg voke. 

** It can be quickly done, my gracious friend,'' re- 
plied the count, in a clear tone : ^* gondola for gon* 
dola." 

Anzoleto was teirified to see that the count knew 
about his interview with Corilla. That mad and 
reckless créature had boasted of it to the count in a 
forions quarrel which they had recently had. The 
culprit tried in vain to appear not to understand. 

** Go and listen to what Poipora is saying about the 
principles of the Venetîan schooV* went on the 
count ''You can corne back and tell us ail aboutit; 
it interests me greatly.^ 

"So I see, excellency," said Anzoleto, who was 
forions, and fast loàng control of himselfl 

« WcU, are you not goîng? " said the innocent Con- 
suelo, surprised at his hésitation. <' I wiO go mysel^ 
count You shall see how obedient I am," and be- 
fore the count could stop her, she had bounded 
lightly over the thwart which separated her from Oie 
old master, and was sitting by his side. 
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The couaty seeing that he had not made nrach 
headway with her, thougfat it best to dtssemble* 

<* Anzoleto,'* he said, smiling^ and puUing his pio* 
tege's ear rather hard, <'my vengeance shaD stop 
here, Ihough it has not gone nearly as far as yonr 
crime.** 

''Lord coonty I protest upon my honor** — cried 
Anzoleto» violently ag^tated. 

^ Where is your honor?.** asked the count " Is it 
in your left ear? ** And at the same tîme he threat- 
ened this nnfortnnate member with a lesson like that 
which the other had jnst received. 

*^ Hâve you so poor an opinion of your protege*s 
tednsy** said Anzoleto, recovering Us présence of 
mind, ** as not to know that he woald never commit 
soch a jnece of stupidity ? ** 

'^ I am perfectly indiffèrent at piesent whether he 
coomiitted it or not,*' said the count, dxyly, and he 
went and sat down by Consaélo» 
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CHAPTER XIL 

The muncal discussion lasted until they reached 
e drawing-room of the Zostmiani palace, where thejr 
tumed about midnight to partake of chocolaté and 
es« From the technique ôi art they had passed to 
/le, to ideasy to the andent and nxxlem forma; 
en to expression, and from that to artista, and their 
iferent ways of feeling imd expresnng. Porpora 
K>ke with animation of his master Scarlatd, who had 
!en the first to give a pathetic character to relis^om 
>mpositions. But he drew the Une there, and woold 
-A admit that sacred mnsic nûght trespass on the 
Dmain of the profane, by making ose oi omaments, 
orituri, and roulades. 

'* Does your exceUency otject," said Anzoleto, "to 
tose dif&cult fiorituri and omaments which never* 
leless gave success and £une to your illustrious pnpQ 
arinelK?'' 

" I only object to them in church,** replied the 
rofessor. ''I approve of them in the théâtre, but I 
ant them in the right place, and I especially con- 
emn the abuse of them. They should be in good 
iste, moderate, ingénions, el^^ant, and appropriate in 
leir modulations, not ooly to the subject under treat* 
lent, but to the character which is being represented, 
» the passion which is being expressed, and to die 
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situation in which the person happens to be. Nymphs 
and shepherdesses may coo like birds or tune their 
accents to the murmur of fountaina^ but Medea and 
Dido can only sob, or moan like a wounded Honess. 
A coquette may load her sportive cavatina with ca* 
pricious and ingenîous omaments. CoriUa is excellent 
in this style \ Imt when she tries to express profound 
émotions and great passions, she never rises to the 
height of her part. In vain she works herself up, in 
vain she forces her voice and her lungs ; a misplaced 
omament, an absurd roulade, change in an instant 
the sublime efTect which she thought she was achiev- 
ing into a ridiculous parody. You hâve aU heard 
Faustina Pardoni, now Madam Hasse. In certain 
rôles which were suited to her brilliant qualities she 
was without a rivaL But let Cuzzoni, with her pure 
and lofty feeling, give expression to grie( prayer, or 
love, and the tears which she drew from you washed 
from your hcarts the memory of ail the marvels with 
which Faustina had filled your ears. There b a 
material talent and a genius of the souI, that which 
amuses and that which moves, that which astonishes 
and that which delights. I know veiy well that vocal 
gynmastics are popular Just now, but as for me, al- 
thouj^ I teach tiiem to my pupils asuseful accessories, 
I almost regret it when I see most of them use their 
omaments without discrétion, and sacrifice a necessity 
to a hunuy, the lasting émotion of an audience to 
exclamations of surprise and the applause which 
springs firom a feverish and short-lived pleasure.*' 
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Nobody contested the tnith of this condasioii, 
which is etemally tnie in eveiy art, and whkk will be 
always applied to the différent manifestations of aD 
arts bypeopleof pure taste. Nevertheless, the count, 

who was curions to know how Consuelo would sing |i 

secular music, pretended to object a little to the 
austerity of Porpora's principles. But seeîng tfaat the 
modest girl, instead of answering his hérésies, tumed 
her eyes towards her old master as if to beg him to 
reply to them, he resolved to attack her directly, and 
to ask her if she knew how to »ng on the stage as 
well and as purely as she did in church. 

''I do not think,*' she answered with sincère \ /|t]| 

humility, ^'that I should find the same inspiration ^ 

theréy and I am afraid that I should please you &r \\\ 

kss." Jjj'ij 

<' This modest reply reassures me,*' said tfie count, 
'<and I am certain that the présence of an enthunas- 
tic, curions, and, I admit, rather spofled public wiQ 
inspire you suffidently for you to condescend to stndy 
thèse brilliant difficulties for which the taste of the 
public seems to increase every day.** 

'^ Stndy ! " said Porpora, with a mocking smile. 

'' Stndy ! " cried Anzoleto, with sublime contempt 

'^Yes, certainly, stndy," said Consuelo^ with her 
wonted sweetness. ''Âlthough I hâve somedmes 
practised this kind of woik, I do not believe that I 
am yet fit to compete with the illustrions âogen who 
hâve appeared on our stage*** 

<<It is not true ! ** said Anzoleto, greatly ezdted. 
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** Monsignore, it is not trae I Make herâng the most 
elaborate and difficult adn in the repertory, and yon 
( will see what she can do." 

^If I were not afiraid of tiring her,** — sdd the 
; ooimt, whose eyes were sparkling with impatience and 

• cnnosity. 

Consaelo looked ingenaoosly towaid Poipora, as if 
to take his orden. 
} '' Afterall," said the master^'^as she is not so easily 

fatigued, and as we are in small but excellent corn* 
i pwy» we may as well eiounine her talent in ail its dif- 

1 ^ ferent aspects. Corne, connt, choose an sir, and 

f , l accompany her on the clavecin yoiuselfl'* 

t ^ ''The émotion which her voice and her présence 

; y cause me would make me play Êdse notes. Why not 

' you, professor?'* 

^ ''I wish to watch her sing,*' said Porpora, 'Tôt 

I between yoa and me, I hâve always listened to hei 

without thinking of watching her. I mnst know how 

she carries herself, and what she does with her mouth 

) and her eyes. Come, get ap^ my child. The trial is 

foi my benefit, too I " 

''Then I wiU accompany her/' said Anzoleto, as he 
sat down at the clavecin. 

** Yoa wiU frîj^ten me too mach, my master," said 
Consudo to Porponu 

''Only foob are frig^tened,'* replied the old man. 
** Whoever feeb a real bve of his art can never be 
afraid. If yoa tremble, yoa hâve notlûng but vani^; 
if yoor powers fidl yoa, they are only artifidal; and if 
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that b the case, I will be the fiist to say, 'Consiielo is 
good for nothÎDg 1 "* 

And without concermng himself about the disas- 
trous eflect that such teoder encouragement mig^ 
produce, the master put on hb spectacles, sat down 
direct!/ in front of his pupil, and began to beat time 
on the case of the clavedn to give the proper move- 
ment to the ritomello. They had chosen a briDiant, 
odd, and difficult air from a conûc opéra by Galuppi, 
^ La Diavolessa," so as to phmge at once into a style 
as différent as possible from that in which Consudo ' \ 

had won her triumph in the monûng. The young 
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in performing with her flexible and powerfid voice aU (] 

the known vocal feats, and that almost without piac- ^ 

tice* Porpora had advised her to study thèse exer- 
cises, and from time to time had gone over them with 
her, to be sure that she did not neglect them. But 
he had never given them enough time and attention 
to know how much hb wonderfol pupil could do in 
thb direction. To pay him back for lus rou j^uies% 
Consudo overloaded the extravagant air from ''La 
Diavolessa " with a multitude of omaments and fiori- 
turi which had before that been considered impossible^ 
and which she improvised as cooUy as if th^ had 
been written out in advance and carefiilly studied. 
Thèse omaments were so leamed in their modulations^ 
so energetic in character, so infernal, and ming^ed in 
the midst of their most impetuous gajrety with such '( 

moumful tones, that a thrill of terror was joined with 
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the enthusiasm of the audience, and Poipora, spring- 
ing suddenly to hb feet» cried in a loud vdce,— - 

^ Yoo are the devfl himself 1 ** 

Consaelo finished her airwith a powerfol crescendo 
which caDed forth shouts of enthusiasm, and then sat 
down on her chair with a borst of lanj^ter. 

'' Yoa bad chîld 1 ** said Porpora, ^ joa onght to 
be hanged for playing me snch a trick. You haye 
made a fix>l of me. Yoa hâve conceakd from me the 
half of yonr studies and yonr abifities. It is a long 
while rince I hâve been able to teach yoa anjrthing, 
and yet yoa hâve taken my lessons from hypocrisy, or 
j' perhapt to extract from me aD my secrets of compo- 

sition and teaching, so as to excd me in everytUng^ 
and then make me pass for an old pédant.** 

''My master,** said Consœk)^ ''I hâve onlyimi- 
tated your trick on the Emperor Charles. Did yoa 
not tdl me the story, how His Impérial Majesty did 
not like trills^ and forbade yoa to introdace a nnj^ 
one in your oratorio, and how, having scrupoloasly 
obeyed his orders to the veiy dose of the work, yoa 
introdaced a diverrimento at the end, beg^nning the 
final figure with four trills in an ascending scale, and 
then repeating them afterwards by ail the parts in the 
stretto, ad infimiumf This aftemoon yoa condemned 
the abuse of omaments, and then ordered me to 
employ them. I used too many, to showyou that I 
too can exaggerate, as I amwilling enough to admit** 

^\ repeat thaï yoa are the devil lûmsel^** replied 
FùrpOTa. ''Now ring os something human, and 
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sing it as yoa choose, for I see that I can no longer 
be jour master.** 

«« Yott wiU always be my dearand rerered masteri** 
she criedy as she threw her anns about his neck and 
almost choked him in her embrace. ** For the lasl 
six years I bave, owed yoamy bread and my teaching. 
Oh, my master, they say that your papils are nngrate- 
ful. May heaven takefix>m me allits gifts if pride or 
ingratitude ever finds a place in my heait 1 ^ 

Porpora became pale, stammered a few words, and 
placed a fatheriy kissupon her brow. But with it he 
left a tear, and as Consuelo did not dare to wipe it 
away, it dried dowly, thls cold and moumful tear of 
deserted old âge and unfortunate genius. She feit a 
deep émotion and something like a rdigious awe 
which swept away ail hergayetyand stilled her ani- 
mation for the rest of the evening. An hour later, 
when they had exhausted ail the expressions of ad- 
miration, surprise, and delij^t, without being aUe to 
dispd her sadnesi^ they asked her for a spedmen of 
her dramatic powers. She sang an air by JomeDi, 
from the opéra of ''Didone Abbandonata.** Never 
had she fdt so strongly the need of pving expression 
to her sadness. She was sublime in her pathos, 
her simplidty, and her grandeur, and her iace was 
even more beautiiul than it had been in diurdu A 
feverish flush had crimsoned her dieeks^ and her 
eyes sent forth lurid gleams. She was no longer a 
saint, but what was stiU better, a woman utterly 
possessed and canied away Vy the passion of love. 
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The county his frieiid Barberigo, Anzoleto^ ail the 
listenersy even old Porpora himsel^ I fancy; came 
near losing their heads. Clorinda was choking with 
envy. Consuelo, when the count dedared that her 
engagement should be drawn ap and signed on the 
next day, begged him to pledge his . word, like the 
knights of old, without knowing what he promised. 
He did it, and the party broke np, wom eut by that 
delightfiil émotion which can only be caused by 
something truly great, springing from a great intelli- 
•gence. 
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CHAPTER XHL 

WiuLS CoDsuek) was innoing ail thèse triumpli^ 
Anzoleto had shared io entirdy in them that he had 
quite forgotten hirnselC But when the count an- 
noimced the engagement of his betrothed without 
sa}îng a word about hb own, he noticed the coldne» 
with which he had been treated during the last few 
hooiSy and the dread of losing Zustiniani's fiivor 
spoiled ail hb pleasure. He thou^^t of leaving Con- 
sudo on Poipora*s arm npon the stairs, and of retninr 
ing to (an at the feet of Us protector ; but as he 
hated him at the moment, it must be said to his 
crédit that he resbted the temptation to humble him- 
self before him. As he was sajring good-night to 
Porpora, and was preparing to start along the canal 
with Consueloy the count's gondolier stopped him» 
and said that, in accordance with hb master's ordei% 
the gondola was waiting to take Sîgnora Consudo 
home. A cold sweat stood on Anzdeto's t»ow. 

** ignora Consuelo b accustomed to travd on her 
legs,** he leplied roughly. «<She b gready oUiged 
for the count's poUteness.** 

** By YibaX right do you refuse for her? " adced the. 
count, who was at hb heeh. 

Anzoleto tumed and saw him, not with hb head 
bare, like one yAo b showi^g hb guests out, but with 
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his doak over lus shoulderSy his sword in one handi 
and his hat in the other, as if going out for a nigfat*s 
adventores. Anzoleto was seized with such a rage 
that he thooght of plunging into the count's vitab 
thaï slender and sharp-pointed knife which every 
Venetian man of the people always cames concealed 
in some invisible pocket of hb appareL 

''I hope, madam," ssdd Zastiniam firmly, ^that 
yon wîn not afiront me by refusing to allow niy gon- 
dola to take you home^ and grieve me by not allow- 
ing me to offer you my ann to get In.** 

Consudo, who was as innocent as ever, and did not 
in the least suspect what was going on about her, 
thanked the coont, and^ placing her pretty^ roanded 
elbow in his hand» sprang into the gondola without 
ceremony. Then a ^ent but eneigetic dialogue took 
place between the count and Anzoleto* Zustiniani, 
with one foot on the bank, looked Anzoleto over from 
head to foot, and the latter retumed the look, but 
with a Savage expression, and holding his hand hid- 
den in his breast, dasping the handle of hb knife. 
Had the count made a modon towards the boal, he 
woukl hâve been a dead man. The most Venetian 
filature of thb rapid and aient scène was that the two 
rivab watched each other without dcnng anything to 
hasten the threatened catastrophe. Tlie count in* 
tended simply to torture hb rival by an apparent hed- 
taticm, and he did it at hb Idsure, although he saw 
wéll enou^ and understood still better the gesture 
made \yi Anzoleto, who was on the point of poniard- 
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ing him. On \iA part, Anzoleto had self-coalrol 
enaugh to wait, without betraying himself openfy^ 
nntQ the count should dedde whether to end his tar- 
age jest, or to throw away lus life. This lasted two 
minutes» which seemed an âge to him, and which tlie 
count bore with stokal contempt. Then Zostimam 
made a profound bow to Consueks And, tumîng to 
his protège, said,— 

^ I win aUow you to go along In my gondola. In 
the future you wiU know how a gentleman behaves.'* 

He drew back to leave room foi Anzoleto to paai. 
Then he told the gondoliers to low to the Coite 
Minelli, and remained standing on the bank, modon- 
less as a statue. He seemed to be firmly awaiting 
another murderous impulse on the part of hb humUed 
rivaL 

'' How did the count know wheie yoa fiye? " was 
the first thing Anzoleto said to Ms friendwhen Ae 
Zustinian! palace was out of ^^ 

" Because I told him,** replied Consnèb. 

"AVhydidyoutenhîm?" 

'< Because he asked me." 

'< Cannot you guess why he wanted toknow?** 

'' Apparendy to send me home.** . 

<« You think that is ail? tX> you not think he wQl 
come toseeyou?** 

''Come to see me? What an absurd idéal In 
such a wretched place 1 It would be an excess of 
politeness on his part which I do not at ail carê for." 

'<You are wise not to care for it, Coosaelo; for this 
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f 
excess of honor might resuit in an excess of shame 
forjrou." 

'' Shame 1 Why shame? Really^ Anzoleto» I can- 
not tmderstand your taDc at ail thb evening ; and I 
think it is very strange that yon keep saying things 
which I do not understand, instead of telling me how 
glad you are of the unhopedforand incrediUe success 
of our day.** 

** Unhoped for, indeed I ** murmnred Anzoleto, bit- 
teriy. 

'' It appeared to me that at vespers, and again this 
evening» when they were applauding me, yoo were 
more intoxicated with happiness than I. Yon looked 
at me so passionatdy, and I took so mnch pleasure in 
my good fortone when I saw it reflected in your 
£sice. But for the last few minutes you hâve seemed 
sad and strange, as you sometimes are when we hâve 
nothing to eat, and our future appears dark and 
uncertain.^ 

'' And now you wish me to be glad of the future? 
It is possible that it may not be uncertain, but I as» 
suredly see nothing in it very pleasant for me." 

''Wbat more can you ask? It b hardlyaweek 
since you made your début at the count's with im- 
mense success** — 

'' My success with the count has been pret^ thor- 
oughly edipsed by yours, my dear, as you know veiy 
weH** • 

** I hope not 1 Berides, even if it were, we could 
never be jealous of one another." 
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This speech, made in an irredsUUe tone of tendô^ 
ness and truth, restored Anzoleto's tranquilU^. 

** Oh, you are right I ^ he cried, pressing Us be- 
trothed in his arms ; ** we can never be Jealoos of 
one another, for we could never deceive each other.^ 

But as he pronounced thèse last woids, he remem* 
bered remorsefully hb adventnre with Corilla, and it 
suddenly occurred to him that the count, to complète 
his punishment, would not fail to reveal it to Consuelo 
whenever he thoughl that she had encouraged hit 
hopes in the smallest degree. He fell back into 
his moumful rêverie, and Consuelo also became 
thou£^tfuL 

**WhY do you say that we can never deceive each 
other?" she said, after a moment's silenoe. <* It is 
very true, but what made yoa think of it? ** 

** Let us not talk any more in thb gondola»*' he said 
in a low voice, '' I am afraid that they may listen to 
what we say and repeat it to the count. This roof of 
silk and velvet is very thin, and thèse private boatmen 
hâve ears four times wider and deeper than the public 
ones. Let me go up to your room with you," he 
said, when they had landed on the quay at the en- 
trance of the Corte MiiiellL 

'* You know that it is contraiy to oui costom and 
our agreement," she replied. 

'«Oh, do not refuse me thatl You will fiO my 
heart with rage and despair/' said Anzoleto. 

Frightened by his tone and his words, Consuelo did 
not dare to refuse, and when sihe had lightedher lamp 
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and drawn her curtains, seeing him stiU gloomy and 
sunk in his reflections^ she wound her arms about his 
neck and saîd to him sadly, — 

** How unhappy and anxious you seem this evening 1 
Whatisthematter?" 

''Do yoa not know^ Consuelo? Do you not sas- 
pcct?" 

*' No, npon my soûl 1 *• 

''Swear that you cannot guess ! Swear it by the 
soûl of your mother and by the Christ to whom you 
pray momîng and ni^t I '* 

''Oh ! I swear it by Christ and by the soûl of my 
mother I '• 

" And by our love? *• 

"Byour love, and by our etemal salvation.** 

" I believe you, Consuelo ; for if you utter an un* 
truth it would be the first which you had ever told 
me." 

"And now will you explain? " 

" I will expkdn nothing. Perhaps I may soon hâve 
to teU you. Ah, when the time comes for that, you 
wiQ already hâve understood only too well I Woe, 
woe to us both when you know what I sufTer now ! '' 

"O heavenl what dreadful misfortune b threat* 
ening us? Alas ! was it ordained that a curse should - 
hang over us when we came back to this poor room, 
wfaere neither of us has ever before had a secret from 
the other? Something wamed me when I went out 
this moming that I should retum with a blight upon 
my heart What hâve I done that such a succes»ful 
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day should bring no joy to me? Hâve I not prajed ] > V\ 

God eamestly and sincerely? Hâve I not put away M ' * 

ail proud thoughts? Hâve I not sung as well as I 
could ? Dkl I not grieve becaiise of Qoriiida*s bumO- 
iation? Hâve I not obtained fh>m the coont, without 
his suspecting it and without his being aUe to retract» ; 1 1 i 

bis promise that she sbould be engaged as seconde ^^[li î^' 

^^«awithus? Again I askywbat wronghaveldone ii'\ \ 

to feel the sorrow of which jou wam me, and which I 



count is a man of his word. The poor girl bas alwayt 
dreamed of the théâtre, and there is no other life 
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'' You are an angel, Consuelo I But do jrou not see 
that tbis creaturei who ought to be gratefîd if she is 
even thiid or iourth woman, will never forgive 70a for 
being first?** 
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already feel, because you fed it? ** \\\ 

** Really, Consuelo, did you think of faaving Oorinda |i 



engaged?»* |l 



I bave made up my mind that she shall be, if the / 

at is amanr'' ' ' ^ '~ ' * ^ 

uned of thi 
possible for her, 



Do you think that the count will send away j 

Rosalba, who knows something, to take Clorinda, who ! 

does notknowanything?** 1*' 

^Rosalba wiU follow the fortunes of her sister U 

Corilla; and as for Clorinda, we will give her lessons, 1 

and show her how to make as much as possible out 
of her voice, which b pretty. Besides, if I could 
secure her ah engagement as third woman only, it 
would stin be an 'engagement, an qpening to a 
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** What do I care for her ingratitode? Ah I I know 
a great deal about ingradtùde and tingrateful people.'* 

** You? " cried Ânzoleto, with a burst of laugfater, 
and kissing her with ail his old brotherly warmth* 

^ YeSy" she answered, delighted at having diverted 
his thoughts from his anxieties. ** I hâve always had 
befoie my eyes, and I shall always hâve graven on mj 
heart, the picture of my noble master, Porpora. 
Often in my présence, bitter and meaning words hâve 
Men fix>m him which he thought I could not nnder- 
stand, but which sank deep intp my souL He is a 
manwho has suffered bitterly, and b wasting away 
with griefl From his sadness, from his concentrated 
indignation, from speeches which I hâve heard him 
make, I hâve leamed that artists are more danger- 
ous and more spitefiil than you think, dear love ; that 
the public is inconstant, forgetfiil, cruel, and unjust ; 
that a great career is a heavy cross to bear, and that 
g^oiy is a crown of thoms. Yes, I know ail that, and 
I hâve thought of it so often, I hâve reflected about 
it so much, that I fed myself strong enough not to be 
much astonished, and not to be too easily cast down 
when I go through the expérience myseUl That is 
why I was not intoxicated by my triumph to-day, and 
that also is why I am not discouraged now by your 
dark forebodings. I do not yet know what they are, 
but I know that with you, and. as long as you love 
me, I can struggle so bravdy that I shall never come 
to hâte the whole human race, like my noble but 
unfbrtunate master.** 
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Hearing his friend speak in tfau way, Anzoleto re* 
covered his courage and serenity. She had a stroQg 
influence overhim, and he always found in her a finn- 
ness of chanurter and an uprigfatness of purpose which 
made up for what he himself lacked. The tenon I; [ \ 

with which jealousy had filled him vanished from his ( i - 

memory after he had talked to her for a quarter of ., J|< \ \ 

an hour^ and when she quesdoned him anew, he waa \ h i j 

so ashamed of having suspected so pure and cafan a ^^ i 

being that he gave other reasons for lus agitation. 

** I hâve but one fear/* he said, '< and that n that 
the count may find yon so superior to me that he may 

not think me worthy to appear be^de you. He dîd 'Y\ 

not make me sing this evening, ahhougfa I^expected j 

that he woukl ask us for a duet. He seemed to hâve 'y 

foigotten my veiy existence. He did not even notice \v j 

that I accompanied you, and yet I played the clavecin j 

rather nicely. And when he told yon that you would | ' 

be engaged, he did not say a word about me. How X 

is it that you did not notice such a curions thing? ** 

^ It never occurred to me that he could posiibly 
wish to engage me without you. Does he not know 
that nothing couM induce me to do it, that we are 
betrothedf that we love each other? Hâve you not 
toM him that already?" tjN 

'< I hâve toM him, but he may hâve thought I was — | '' ' 

boastingy Consuda** } 

** Then I will boast of my love mysel^ Anzoleto ; ! 

I win tell him ail this so distmcdy that he can Bave \ 

no doubL But you are mistaken, my friend. Tlie 
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count did not think it necessary tb speak of yoor en- 
gagement, because it is ail settled and decided upon, 
since the evening when you sang at his palace with 
snch success." 

^ Bat it is not sîgned 1 And yours b to be signed 
to-morrow»*' he said. 

« Do you think that I wouM sign fiist? Oh, no 
indeed 1 Yon are right to put me on my guard. 
My namé shall only be written beneath youn.** 

"Youswearît?" 

** Oh, fie 1 Do you wish to make me swear to a 
thing wbich you know so well? Really, you do not 
love me this evening, or you wish to make me un- 
happy, for you prétend to believe that I do not love 
you.** 

At this idea Consuelo*s eyes filled with tears^ and 
she sat down with a pout which made. her look 
charming. 

<^It b true; I am a fool, an ass,'* thought Anzoleto. 
** How could I imagine that the count could triumph 
over such a pure soûl and such a perfect love? Is he 
not experienced enough to see at a glance that Con* 
sueto b above hb reach? No, nol My future b 
assured, and my position impregnable. Suppose Con- 
suelo does please him, and he love^ her and pays 
court to her, AU that will only serve to advance my 
fortune, for Consudo will easOy be able to get from 
him whatever she wishes without exposing herself to 
danger. She b wise and prudent. The dear count*s 
prétendons will only redound to my profit and gtoiy.** 
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And flingûig his doobt to tiie winds, he threw him- 
self at his iriend's feet, and ga:ve way to the pairionate 
enthustasm whîch he feh that day fat the fint time, 
but which jealousy had represMd in him fat the lait 
fewhoan. 

** Oh, my beanty, my saint, my queen 1 ** he cried, 
'^foigive me fat thinkîng of myself instead of casting 
myselfat yoor feettoadoreyoo,asI should hâve dooe 
as soon as we were alone in thîs loom. I went from 
bere this mornii^ scolding yon. Yes» yes^ I ooght 
never to hâve corne back bot upon my knees. How 
can yon stiU love and smîle npon soch a bnite as I 
am? Break your (an on my £Îce, Omsuelo 1 Place 
your pretty foot upon my head I You are a thousand 
times better than I, and I am your devoted slave for^ 
ever.** 

^ I do not deserve aU thèse fine speeches»^ she 
answeredy as she gave herself up to his embrace, ** and 
I forgive your préoccupation, because I can under> 
stand it* I know that it was the fear of being sepa- 
rated from me, and of seeing our lires divided, which 
filled you ifith grief and anxiety. Yoa hâve fiûled in 
Êdth in God, which is worse than if you had accuaed 
me of a meanness. But I wiU pray for yon and say, 
* Lord, forgive him, as I foighre him 1 * ** 

As she thus gave expression to her love, fredy and 
simply, mingling with it, as was her wont,that %>anish~ 
dévotion irfiich is full of human tendemesi» Consodo 
was so beantiful that Anzoleto was whoUycarried away. 
Pressing her rapCurously to his heart, he ciied»-!^ . 
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" Oh, my love, my love ! Be my wifc 1 Be mine 
wholly and forever 1" 

"Whenever you wîsh,** replied Consuelo with a 
heavenly smile. " To-morrow, if you like.'* 

" To-morro w ? Why to-morrow ? •• 

<< You are rigfat ; it is more than midni^^t So we 
can be married to-day. As soon as it is dawn we can 
go and find the priest Neither of us bas any famity, 
so we do not need much préparation for the ceremony. 
I hâve my muslin dress, which I hâve néver wom. 
Do you know, my friend, that as I made it I said to 
mysel^ * I hâve no more money to buy another, and 
if my friend makes up his mind to marry me one of 
thèse days I shall hâve to wear to church a dress that 
has alreadybeen wom.' That b unlucky, they say; 
and when my mother, in my dream, took it fix>m me 
and folded it away, she knew what she was about, 
poorsoull Therefore I am ail ready. To-morrow 
at sunrise we wiU plight our troth. Were you only 
waiting, you rogue, till you knew I was handsome?" 

^Âh, what a child you are, Consuelo 1" cried 
Anzoleto. '' We cannot be married suddçnly in this 
way without letting any one know, for the count and 
Porpora, whose protection b sdll so necessary to us» 
would be greatly incensed if we were to do it without 
Consulting or even noUfying thenu Your old master 
b not fond of me, and I know on good authority that 
the count does not lîke married singers. We must 
take time to induce them to consent to our marriage, 
or, if we are married secretly, we shall need a few 
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dayt at kast to arrange it tafidy. We cannot go 
cardessly off to San-Samud, for if anj old wornan 
were présent, the whole parish would know it in an 
hour.** 

M I had not thon^ of an that; bot itwas not I who 
saggested getting married, Anzoleto. Akhoogjli I hâve 
often thought that we are old enoagh to be married, 
and had never thought of the obstacles yoo mentîoiiy 
I preferred to leave the decinon to your pnidence^ 
and — must I say it — to the promptiqgs of your 
heart ; for I saw that you were in no huny to caO me 
your vnSt. Yet I was not hurt atit, for yoo had often 
told me that before marrying we must insure the com- 
fort of our future family by securing a livelihood oor- 
selves. My mother told me the same thing^ and I 
thought it quite reasonaUe. So^everjrthingconsidered, 
it is stiO too so(m. We must both hâve our engage- 
ments with the théâtre ngned, and we must even be 
sure of the £atvor of the public We will talk about it 
ag^in after our début Why do you tum so pak? O 
heaven 1 you hurt my hand» Anzoleto. Are we not 
happy? Do we need to be bound by an oath to love 
and trust eachother?** . 

^O Consuelo I how calm, how pure^ how cold you 
are ! ** cried Anzdeto, in a sort of rage. 

^CoMl I coM?** cried the young ^Muiiard 
astounded, and scarlet with indignation. 

** Alas I I love you with a passion which you can- 
not understand I You do not know what love is; 
you thinkonly of fiiendship. lamsuflfering^bomiQg^ 
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I30 CONSUELO. 

dyîng at yoor feet, and yoa talk to me of gowns and 
the théâtre 1 ** 

ConsuelOy who had risen impetuously, sat down 
again, embanassed and tremUing. She was sflent for 
a long whfle, and wfaen Anzoleto wished to dasp her 
once more in his arms, ihe gently repeUed him. 

"Cold? Yes, îf you lîke,'* she saîd, at last; «'bat 
God, who sees my heart^knows how well I love yoâ 1" 

''Then cast yourself on his bosom,'* said Anzoleto, 
angrQy, ** for mine is not a safe enough refuge for 
yon, and if I do not go away, I shaU become im- 
pious.** 

He ran to the door, thinking tfaat Consuelo, who 
had never been willing to part from him in a quarrel, 
no matter how trifling, ^dthout trying to be recondled 
to him, would hasten to caU him back. She did, 
indeed, make an impulsive movement as if to go after 
him ; then she stopped, saw him go out, hurried to the 
door and put her hand on the latch to open it and 
caU him. But clinging to her resolution by a super- 
human effort, she bolted the door, and exhausted by 
the severity of the struggle, fell &inting on the floor, 
where she lay motionless until daybreak. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



** I CONF1ES8 that I hsve fidlen madly in Vrft with 
her,'' sakl Coant Ziisriniani to hU firicDd Baiberigo 
that evening^ a» tbej sat on tiie bakony of his palace 
in the daikness and sSence of the nij^ 

^That is a waming to me that I must take care not 
to do the same thing myseU^** said the yonng and 
brilHant Baiberigo^^and I submit» for yoor ric^ts take 
precedence of mine. StO!, if CoriDa were to tncceed 
in again entangling yoa in her net, be good enongh to 
let me know, and I can try my own teck." 

** Do not think of it, if yon k>ve me ! Cmlb bas 
never been anything more than a pastime toi me. I 
tee by yoor îàct that yoa are ïanghtng at me.** 

** NOy bot I think it a pretty serions pastime wfaidi 
makes yoa spend soch enonnoos sams and commit 
soch fisOies.'* 

'^I grant that lam rather extravagant in myamose- 
menti. Bot in this case itis more than a désire ; itis» 
I fanqr, a real pasnon. I hâve never seen any one 
so strangdy beantifbl as diis Consoek>. She is Uke a 
lamp which grows dim from time to time, bot jost 
whc» it seems aboot to go ont, shines op with so great 
a brightness Aat the stars» as oor poets say, pale 
besideit.»* 

««Ahl** said Barber^ with a si|^ ««that Httk 
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black gown and white collar; that pale, calm face, in- 
expressive at fiist sight; those frank and straightfor- 
waid manners; that astonishing absence of coqaetry, 
— how they are aU transformed and g^orified wfaen 
she becomes inspired by her own genius and sings 1 
Happy Zustiniani, who hold in your hands the &te of 
this dawning amUtion I ** 

''Wonld that I were sure of the happiness which 
yoa envy me ! Bat, on the contrary, I am alarmed at 
not finding any of the féminine passions wîth which I 
am Êuniliar, and which are so easy to woxk upon. 
Can yon onderstand, dear friend, that thb girl remains 
an enigma to me after a whole day of study and ob- 
servation? It seems to me, fix>m her cahnness and 
my own awkwardness, that I must be ab-eady so mnch 
in love widi her that I cannot seé dearly.** 

''Yoa are certainly more in love than need be if 
yoa hâve become blind. I, who am not distuibed by 
any hopes at ail, wiU tell yoa in three words wfaat yoa 
do not onderstand. Consuelo is a pearl of innocence. 
She loves little Anzoleto, and wiU still love him for a 
fewdays longer; and if yoa interfère with this childish 
attachment, yoa will give her new power of résistance. 
Bat if yoa pay no attention to it, the comparison 
which she must make between yoa and Ansoleto will 
qaiddy cool her love/' 

''Bat he is as handsome as ÂpoUo, the little rascal I 
He bas a magnificent vmce, and he will make a soc- 
cess. Corilla is wild aboat him already. He b not a 
rival to be despised when a girl has eyes.** 
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''Bathe is poor and jfou are rich; mdoiowny and 
yoa are aU-powerful,'* said Baiber^o. ''The impor- 
tant thing is to knoir whether they are loven or 
friends. In the formerca se the disillimon wiQ corne 
more quickly. You tnust marry Consaelo to him at 
once, so that within a week her master wiU bave made 
herfèel theweight of a chaîn, the tonnents of jealo«is]% 
and the annoyance of a guardian who is tea»ng^ un- 
just and unfaithfbl — for the handsome ténor wiQ be 
ail thèse. I watched him caiefiilly enou^ yesterday 
to be aUe to prophesy his fiiults and lus nûsTortones.** 

''Your plan b a disagreeable one^" replied the 
coont, "but I feel that you are rij^t'' 

Unfortunately for Coimt ZostinianTs designs» this 
conversadon had a Ustener on whom they had not 
counted, and who did not lose a syflable of it After 
leaving Consaelo» Anzoleto^ tormoited afresh by Us 
jealoosy» had corne back to wander near the palace of 
his protector» to make sore that he was not pbnning 
one of those abductions which were so moch the 
£3ishion in those days» and for tdiich imponity was 
almost assured to patrictans. He conld hear no fur* 
ther» for the riàng moon b^pan to throw Us shadow 
on the pavement more and more dearly, and the two 
gentlemen» perceiving in this way the présence of 
a man under the bakxmy» went in and dosed the 
window* 

Anzoleto slipped away and went home to think 
quiçtly over what he had just heaid. It was quite 
enouj^ to make the shuation ckar to hfai^ and to 
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124 CONSUELO. 

enable him to profit by the virtuous advîce of Barberigo 
to his firiend. He slept scarcely two hoars just before 
dawD, and then burried off to the Coite Minelli. The 
door was still bolted, but through the cracks he could 
see Consuelo, fuUy dressed, lyîng asleep on her bed, 
as pale and still as death. The coolness of the eariy 
moming had drawn her from her swoon and she had 
thrown herself down on her bed, without having the 
strength to disrobe. Anzoleto watched her for some 
moments with mingled anxiety and remorse,' Bat soon 
becoming impatient and frightened at this léthargie 
sleep, 80 unlike the wakeful habits of his friend, he 
sofUy enlarged with his knife a crack by which he could 
slip in the blade and push back the bok. He did not 
succeed in this without some noise, but Consuelo was 
not awakened. He went in, dosed the door, and knelt 
by her bedside, where he remained until she opened 
hereyes. Consuelo uttere^ a cry of joy at seeing him, 
but quickly withdrawii^; her arms, which she had 
thrown about his neck, she drew back with a gesture 
ofafiright. 

** So you are afraid of me now, and instead of em- 
bracing, you draw away from me,** said Anzoleto, 
moumfîilly. ^'Ah, how cruelly am I punished for 
my fiiult ! Forgive me, Consuelo, and see whether 
yoa ought to be aûraid of your fiiend. I hâve been 
hère watching your sleep for a whole houri Oh, 
foigive me, my sister 1 It is the first and last time 
in your life that you will hâve had to blâme and repd 
yoor brother. Never again will I offend the holiness 
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of our love bjr guOty longings. Fonake me, drive 
me awa j, if I am not tnie to my oadu See 1 heie 
npoQ jTOor viigin cooch, upon your mother's death- 
bed, I swear to respect you as I hâve always req>ected 
you» and never to ask you even for a kiss, if yon wish 
it 80» nntil the priest bas Uessed m. Are you satis- 
fied widi me, dear and holy Consado? ** 

C<»isaelo*s only reply was to press tbe Venetian*s 
Uond head to her heart and bedew it with teari. 
Thb outborst qoieted her, and soon, Ming back on 
her haid litde piDow, she said, ** I confess that I am 
wom out, for I coold not close my eyes ail nig^ 
we parted so painfolly!** 

''Sleep, Consudo I sleep, dear angd 1 '* replied An- \\ 

zdeto. '^Remember the night when yonallowedme I 

to sleep on yoor bed, while you prayed and woiked / 

at this little table. It is my tom to watch over and il \ 

guaid yoor rest Sleep again, my child. I will look \ 

over your musîc and read it to mysdf while yon dnm* 
ber for an hour or two. Nobody wîB trouble them- 
sdves about us before evenîng, if at ail to-diqr* So 
go to sleep, and prove to me by this confidence that 
you forgive me and trust me." 

Consuelo repUed to him by a Uissfol smile. He 
kissed her brow, and sat down at the little table, 
while she enjoyed a refreshing repose, full of the 
hapjnest dreams. ^ I £ 

Anzoleto had lived so long inth diis young giri in a 
condition of caimness and innocence,thatitwas not 
di£Bailt to résume his accustomed rôle after a sini^ 
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126 CONSUELO. 

outbreak of his passions. Beâdes, what he had heard 
the night before under Zustinîani's balcony had been 
of a nature to strengthen his resohitions. ** I thank 
you, my fine gentlemen,'* he saîd to himself; ^ you 
hâve given the little rascal a lesson in morals by 
which he wiU not fail to profit Since possession 
chiUs love, and the rights of marriage bring with 
them satiety and disgost, we will take good care to 
keep bright this flame which you think it so easy to 
extinguish. We will abstdn firom jealoosy and faith- 
lessnessy and even from the joys of love. IHustrions 
Barberigo, your prophesies are full of sound advice, 
and it is a good thing to go to school to yon.*' 

In the midst of thèse refiections, Anzoleto, who 
was weary from an almost sieepless night, feU into a 
doze, with his head on his hands and his dbows on 
the table. Bat his sleep was light, and when the sun 
began to go down, he rose to see if Consudo was stiO 
sleeping. The rays of the setting son, coming throug^ 
the open window, threw a superb purple veil over the 
old bed and the beautiful sleeper. She had made a 
curtain of her white muslin mantiUa, whidi she had fast- 
ened to the feet of the filigree cmdfix hanging above 
her head. This light veil fell gracefiilly over her flexi- 
ble and admiraUy proportioned figure, and in the rosy 
half-light, drooping like a flower at eventîde, with her 
beantifiil daik hair spread over her white shoulders, 
and her hands folded upon her breast like a marUe 
saint upon a tomb^ she was so diaste and so divine 
that Anzoleto exclaimed, inwardly, ** Ah, Count Zos- 
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tiniani 1 why cannot yoa see ber now, with me beside 
her, the jedous and prudent guazdian of a treascue 
wbich joa covet in vainl** 

At that moment a litUe noise was heard ootside, 
and Anxoleto recognized the plashing of water against 
the building in which Consuelo lived. Gondolas vexy 
rardystopped at this poorCorte Minelli^but a démon 
bad awakened ail Ânzoleto's suspidona. He cHmbed 
on a chair and looked out of a little window near the 
ceîlîng <m the nde next the canaletto. He saw Count 
Zustiniani get ont of his boat and question the half- 
naked chfldren who were playing on the bank. He 
was uncertain whether he should awaken his iriend 
or boit the door. But during the few minutes which 
the count lost in making inquiries and seeking Con- 
suelo*s room, he bad time to assume a diabolical 
coolness and go and^ set the door ajar, so that any 
one could corne in without noise or trouble* Then 
he sat down again at the table, took a pen, and pre- 
tended to be making notes. His heart beat violently, 
but his face was calm and impénétrable. 

The count came in on tiptoe, taking a strange 
pleasure in surprisii^ his {nrot^et and delighted at 
this appearance of poverty, which he considered the 
moet favorable conditi<m possible for his dedgns. 
He brought Ccmsnelo's engagement already signed» 
and thought that with such a passport he ou^t not 
to be too coldly received. But at the first gUmpse of 
this singular sanctuary, in which an adorable girl dept 
the sleep of the an^^ beneath the watchful eye of 
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her respectful lover^ poor Zustiniaiii bst coantenance, 
becaroe entangled in hb doak, which he wore over 
one shoulder with a conquerîng air» and made two or 
three steps awkwardly between the table and the bed 
without knowing whom to address. Anzoleto was 
revenged for the scène at the gondola on the previous 
nic^t 

** My lord and my master I '' he exclaimed, rising 
as if suiprised at this unexpected visit» ** I wiH wake 
my betrothed.** " ~ 

''No/' repUed the count» already recovered fiom 
his embarrassmenty and ostentatiously tuming his back 
to look at Consuelo, '' I am only too glad to see her 
thus. I forbid you to wake her/* 

''Yesy yes; look at her well,'' thought Anzoleto; 
«^thatisalllwished." 

Consuelo did not awake, and the count» lowering 
his voice» and putting on a gracions and serene ex- 
pression» gave utterance unconstiainedly to ail his 
admiration, 

** You were right» Zoto^" he said» quite at his ease ; 
««Consuelo is the first singer in Italy» and I was wrong 
to doubt that she was the most beautiful woman in 
the workL" 

''Yet your excellency thought her frightful," said 
Anzoleto malidously. 

''You hâve» no doubt, repeated an my rude speeches 
to her; but I shall secure my pardon by an amende- 
honorable so complète that you will never be able to 
injure me by recaUing my impertinence." 
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** Injme yen, mj lord 1 How coukl I do that, even 
if Iwishedit?** 

Consoelo moved a Httk. 

** Let her wake ap without too much surprise,** said 
thecount^^'anddearoff that taUe that I maylayher 
engagement on it and read it over. See,** he said, 
when Anzoleto had obeyed hb orders, ** yoa can cast 
your eyes over tfais paper while she is opening her 
own." 

''An engagement before tbe trial of the début 1 
Wby, this is magnificent, my noble patron 1 And tbe 
début at once, before CoriUa's engagement bas ex* 
piredl** 

** That does not trouble me. There is a forfeit of 
a thousandsequins toCori]la,andwewiIlpayit. That 
is of no account'* 

** But suppose CoriDa créâtes a cabal? '* 

** We wiU bave her put in the Leads if she cabals.** 

««Byjovel your excellency stops at nothing.** 

** Yes, Zoto," said the count firmly, ** what we désire^ 
we désire in spite of everything and everybody.** 

''And the conditions of the engagement are the 
same as for CoriDa? The same terms for a débutante 
without famé and réputation as for an iDustrious 
singer who is adored by the public?** 

''ConsuelowiUbestîll moreadored; and if the oM 
terms do not suit her, she bas only to speak to bave' 
her salary doubled. Eveiything dépends on her,** he 
added, raising bis voice a little as he saw that she was 
waUng up. '' Her fiite is in her own hands.** 
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Consudo had heard ail this while half-asleep. Wheo 
she had rubbed her eyes» and made sure that it was 
not a dreara, she slipped from her bed without think- 
ing much of the strangeness of her situation^ cofled up 
her hair without caring much for îts disorder, wrapped 
herself in her mantilla, and joined in the conversation 
with fiank confidence. 

^ Yoa are too kind» count," said she; ''but I could 
not hâve the impertinence to take advantage of your 
goodness. I do not wish to sign an engagement be- 
fore I hâve tried my powers in public It would not 
be omsiderate of me. I maynotplease; I maymake 
a fiasco and be hissed. I hâve only to be hoarse, or 
embarrassed, or very ugly that evening; and then 
your Word would be pledged* Yoq would be too 
proud to retract it» and I too proud to hoM you to it" 

''Ugly that evening/ Consuelo?" cried the count^ 
with blazing eyes. ''You ugly? Come» look at 
yourself hère," he added, taking her by the hand and 
leading her before her glass. " If you are adorable 
in this costume» what wiU it be when you are covered 
with jewels and dazzling in the light of your triumph?" 

The count's impertinence made Ânzoleto grind his 
teeth» but the plajrful indifférence with which Consuèk> 
listened to thèse compliments quicldy quieted him.' 

"My lord," she said, putting away the bit of mirror 
which he was holding before her face, "take care not 
to break the remains of my glass. I value it becanse 
it has never deceived me. Ugly or handsome, I re- 
fuse your prodigal offers. And then I must tdl yoo 
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franUy that I wfll not make a début or ngn an en* 
gagement uiiless mj betrothed bore is engaged also^ 
for I win bave no tbeatre and no pabKc but bis. We 
mîn not be sq>aiated becaose we are to be married.'* 

Tbis sudden dedaration som^rbat discoocerted tbe 
coonty but he quicidy recovered. 

«' You are ri^ Consuelo," be replied» **keA it was 
never mj intention to leparate jou. Zoto and you 
sbaU make your début togetber. But we muât not 
conceal from ourselves tbe fiurt tbat bis talent, al* 
tbougb remarkable^ is still greadj inferior to yours**-— 

''I do not agrée witb jrou at ail, monsignore^** 
quickly replied Consuelo» flusbing up as if sbe bad 
recetved apersonal insuk. 

** I know tbat be is your pupil, mucb more tban of 
tbe teacber wbom ï gave bim," replied tbe count witb 
a smile. ^ Do not deny it, lovdy Consudo. Wben 
be kamed of your intjmaçy^ Porpora exclaimedi * Now 
I am no longer surprised at certain qualities wbicb be 
possessesy and wbicb I could not recondle witb so 
many faults.' ** 

'' Many tbanks to tbe sior profenore,** said Anio- 
leto witb a forced lan^ 

<< He win change bis mind,** said Consudo. «* Be- 
ddesy tbe pubKc will prove to tbis good and dear 
master diat be is wropg.'* 

''Tbis good and dear master is tbe fint critic of 
ânging in tbe world,'* said tbe count ** Anzoleto wiU 
go on profiting by your lessons^ and be will do welL 
But I rq)eat tbat we cannot settle tbe terms of bis 
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i engagement nntil we know the opinion of the public 

about him. Therefore, let hîm make his débat and 

we wiU do by him what is just, as weU as what is 

piompted by onr good-wil!, on wfaich he can count** 

f <« He will make his .début then, and I too/' said 

; Consuelo. '' We are at your oïders, lord count. But 

' t there shall be no contracta no signatures» before the 

y ' trial ; I am determined of tfaat.** 

''You are not sadsfied with the conditions I offer 

you, Consuelo? Very well, make your own, then. 

See, hère is the pen ; erase and add as you please. 

My signature is at the bottom.** 

Consuelo took the pen. Anzoleto tumed pale, and 

\. the count, who was watching him, bit (rom very pleas- 

< ; ure the end of his lace cravat, which he was twisting 

between his fingers*. Consuelo made a great X across 
the contract, and wrote on the white space 5iiiich le- 
! mained bdow the count*s rîgnature^ '' Anzoleto and 

Consuelo engage themselves joindy upon the terms 
which Count Zusdniani shall be pleased to make with 
Y> them after their début, which shall take place during 

the next month at the San-Samuel Théâtre." She 
ngned quickly, and then handed the pen to her be- 
trothed. 

'^Signwithoutreading,** said she. '' You cannot do 
less to prove your gratitude and your trust in your 
bene&ctor.^ 

Anzoleto had read at a glance befinre ngning. The 
count read over his shoulder. 
** Consuelo,*' said he, ** you are truly a strange giil, 
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an admirable créature. Corne and dine with me, both 
of yoo," he said, tearing up the contract and ofiering 
his hand to Consuelo, who accepted the invitation, 
but begged him to go and wait in the gondola with 
Anzoleto while she dresied. 

'' Well," said the, when she was akme, «<I shall 
certainly be aUe to buy a wedding drest.'* She put 
on her new gown, arranged her hair, and sprang into 
the stairway singing a phrase with startling power and 
brilliancy. The count, firom excess of politeness, had 
insisted on waîting for her on the stairk She thought 
him bdow in the gondda, and almost fell into hit 
arms. But freeing herself quickly, she raised hit hand 
to her lips with the respect of an inferior who wishet 
to keep her proper place. Then, tuming about, the 
threw herself on Anzoleto*s neck, and sprang, fiill of 
happîness and gayety, into the gondola, without widt- 
ing for the ceremonioul escort of her somewhat moiti- 
fied protectoc 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



134 CONSUELO. 



CHAPTER XV. 

Tks county seeing ÛM Consaelo was indiffèrent to 
gain, tried to play upon her vanity, and offered her 
jeweband dresses; bat thèse she refused. At first 
Zustiniani thought that she understood hîs secret in- 
tentions; but he soon perceived that it was only a 
mstic pride with her, and an nnwîllingness to receive 
a rewauxl before eaming it throug^ the prosperity of 
his théâtre. Nevertheless, he insisted on her accept- 
ing a costume of white satin, sajông that she could 
not decently appear in his drawing-room wearing her 
muslin gown, and begging her, out of regard for him, 
to leave off the dress of the conimon people. She 
consented, and submitted her handsome figure to the 
fiuhionable dressmakers, who made the most of it, 
and did not spare the materiaL Thus transformed in 
a couple of days into a woman of the world, and com- 
peOed also to accept a pearl necUace which the count 
gave her in payment for the ereningwhen she had 
sung for him and his friends, she was handsomely 
drened — not inaway,perhap8,which suited herstyle 
of beauty, but as she must be to be approved by the 
eyes of the vulgar. But this, after ail, was a compara- 
tive Êûlure. At the first glance, Consuelo did not 
impress or daaole any one. She was ahrays pale, and 
her retired and studious life robbed her eyes of that 
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brilliaiicj which one sees in the look of women whose 
only désire is to shîne. Her fiure» like her character» 
was serious and reflecdve. One couM see her eat, 
talk npon subjects which did not interest her, or be 
bored politely by the commonpiaces of sodety, wtth- 
out sospecting that she was handsome. But if she 
smiled with that jojroos expression wUch sprang ftom 
the serenity of her mind» people began to think her 
attractive. Then, when she became still more ani- 
mated, when she took a livdy interest in anything^ 
when she was touched or exdted, or when she dit- 
played her inward feeling and exerted her hidden 
powers, she grew radiant with ail the Ught of genins 
and love. She was another créature, and people were 
charmed, thrilled, or depressed at her will, witbont 
her being able to understand the mysteiy of her power. 

Consequently, the feeling which the count had for 
her astonîshed and disturbed him greatly. There 
were artistic chords in his nature which had nevet 
been struck, but which she cansed to vîbrate with 
sensations before unknown. But this révélation coaU 
not penetrate deeply enough into his mind for him to 
realize the weakness and insuffidency of the means of 
séduction which he intended to employ with a woman 
whp was wholly différent from those he had been able 
to corrupt. 

He took padence, and resolved to try on her the 
effect of émulation. He had her in his box at the 
théâtre, that she might witness Çorilla's success and 
hâve her amindon aroused. But the resuit of the ex* 






Digitized by VjOOQIC 



136 CONSVELO. 

périment was altogether différent from what he iex- 
pected. Consuelo left the théâtre cold, silent and 
weariedy and not in the least excited by the noise and 
the applause. Corilla had ^eemed to her lacking in 
solid talent, exalted passion and real power. She feh 
compétent to judge this talent, which was (actitioas, 
forced and tainted at its very source by a life of 
dissipation and selfishness. She applauded indiffer* 
ently, said a few words of reserved approval, and dis- 
dained to play the comedy of a gênerons enthusiasm 
for a rival whom she could neither fear nor admire. 
For a moment the count thought her secretly jealons 
of Corilla*s successy if not of her talent 

''This success is nothing to what yoa will win,*' 
he said to her, ''bat it may serve to show you what 
triumphs are awaiting you if you sing for the public as 
you sang for us. I hope that you are not frightened 
at what yoa hâve seen? " 

"No, count,*' she said with a smile, "the public 
did not frighten me, for I did not think of it I was 
thinking of how much might be made of the rôle 
which Corilla fills brilliantly indeed, but in which 
there are many effects which she does not see at alL*' 

" AVhat ! you did not think of the public? " 

" No ; I thought of the score and the composeras 
intentions, of the spirit of the part, of the orchestra- 
tion, which has its good and bad qualities, which one 
must sometimes make use o( and sometimes cover 
up. I listened to the chorus, which was not always 
satisfiictory, and needs stricter drillîng. I examined 
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the passages where one mtut use ail one't power, and 
conseqaently those where one most spare one's seUl 
You see, count, that I had manj things to think of 
before thinking of the puMic, which knows nothuag 
about an this, and can teach me nothing.** 

This serious judgment and thoughtful considération 
so surprised the count that he coukl not ask her a sin- 
gle question, and he wondered secretly what hokl such 
a gaUant as he could hâve où, a mind of this temper. 

The appearance of the two débutants was prepared 
for by an the customary preliminarieSy which were a 
source of continuai wrangling between the count and 
Porpora, and of endless discussions between Consuelo 
and her betrothed. The professor and his brilliant 
pupil despised the quackery of the pompons announce- 
ments and the thousand vile little devices which we 
hâve so greatly improved in point of impertinence and 
dishonesty. Newspapers did not play a prominent 
part in such matters at Venice in those days. The 
composition of the audience was not so skiUuUy 
arranged as now, and they did not understand the 
enormous power of advertising, the fictions of bio- 
graphical sketches, or even the strength of that mighty 
machine which is called a ''daque.*' There were 
lively intrigues and vigorous cabals, but thèse were 
managed privately, and sprang sdldy from the dévo- 
tion of the public to some artista^ or its sincère 
hostility to others. Nor was art always the true mo- 
tive. Great and little passions, whoUy foreign to art 
and to talent, struggled together in the temple then as 
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to-day. But they vere less skilled in hiding the lea* 
8ODS of thîs discord, and in laying it ail to a strict love 
of art There was then, in short, the same essentially 
vulgar human bads as now, with a sor&ce less corn- 
plicated tban ours by civîlizatîon. 
j 2Sustiniani managed afiairs of thîs sort rather lîke a 

I * great nobleman than the director of a théâtre. His 

( I ostentation was a more powerful incentive than the 

I ; cupidity of ordinary speculators. His public was 

I j schooled and the success of his performances assured 

in drawing-rooms. His methods were never low nor 
di^graceful ; but hb efforts were inspired by his chîld* 
ish vanity and his heated passions, and he made adroit 
use of the gossip of good sodety. He went about 
artfully destroying, litde by littie, the temple which he 
had formerly erected with his own hands to the glory 
of Corilla; and as everybody saw that he wished to 
build up another réputation, they credited him with 
the qitire possession of the marvellous créature whom 
\ \ he intended to bring oui. Therefore, while poor Con* 

'f 1 suelo was still unsuspicious of the nature of the count's 

sentiments towards her, ail Venice was saying that 

Zusriniani, disgusted with Corilla, was preparing for 

the début of a newmistress in her place. Manypeople 

! I added that it was an insuit to hb public and an injury 

to his théâtre, for his new favorite was a littie street- 
singer, who knew absolutely nothing, and had only a 
fine voice and a pret^ fisice. 

From this sprang cabals in favor of CorQla, who 
went about playing the rôle of a victimized rival, and 
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calUng upon ber many adoren and their friends to 
meteoutsummary justice to the ZiogareDa. Cabab 
were also formed in favor of Consuelo bj tbe women 
whose admiren or husbands had been enticed awajor 
foscinated by CoriUa, by simdiy husbands wbo pre* 
ferred to hâve the Venetian Don Joans dévote them- 
selves to the débutante rather than to their wives» and 
by aspirants to CoriDa's favor who had been rcjected 
or betrayed by her» and who wished to berevengedon 
her by seeing her rival triunidi. 

As for the tnie lovers of music, they were equafly 
divided by the approval of the serious masters, soch 
as Porpora, Marcello, Jomelli, and the rest, who de* 
clared that with the appearance of a good musidan 
there would be a retum to the good traditions and to 
good scores, and by the dislike of the secondary com- 
posersy whose easy music had aiways been preferred 
by Corilla, and who felt that her cause was their own. 
The musicians of the orchestra, who were threatened 
by a retum to scores which had been long n^ected, 
and the conséquent necessity for hard work; and, in- 
deed, the whole company, down to the very marhinists, 
dressers, and wig-maker, took sides for or against the 
new sîngers. In fact, the RepuUic at large took 
more intercst in this musical event than in the new 
administration of the doge Pietro Grimaldi, who had 
just succeeded his predecessor, Luigi Pisani, without 
any exdtement whatever. 

Consuelo was deeply grieved and troubled by tbe 
delays and annoyances which attended her new career. 
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She wouM hâve preferred to make her début at odc^ 
with no aids save her own genius and tfae necessaiy 
studyof the new opéra. She did not atall nnderstand 
the thoosand intrigues which seemed to her more 
dangerous than usefol, and with which she felt that ' 
she coold safely dbpense. But the count^ who had a 
deeper insight into the secrets of the trade, and who 
wished to be envied rather than ridiculed for his 
supposed conquesty spared no' pains to gain partisans 
for her. He made her corne to Us palace cverj daj, 
and presented her to ail the aristocracy of the dtj 
and the neighboring countrj. Consuelo*s modestj 
and her mental distress prevented her being of much 
help to hb designs untfl he made her nng; bat then 
the victoiy was Imlliant, deddve and nnquestionable. 
Anzoleto, however, by no means shared his fiiend*s 
dislîke for thèse secondaiy means of success. His 
own prospects were iar from being as assured as hers. 
The count was not so anxious about him, in the first 
place, and in the second, the ténor whom he was to 
succeed had talent of the first order, which it would 
be no easy thing for him to banish from die memoiy 
of the public. It is true that he sang at die Znstin- 
iani palace every evening, that Consuelo set off his 
voice admiraUy in the duos^ and tfiat he sometimes 
rose to a great height, uplifted and supported as he 
was by the magnetic power of a genius greater thaii 
his own. He was accordingly much applanded and 
greatly encouraged. But after the surprise created 
by his beautiful voice had died away, and espedaOy 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



.1 ï ' A. 



CONSUELO. 



«4» 



i I 



after Consuelo had revealed her marvellous powers, 
people lecognixed the imperfections in the young 
ténor, and he perceived them himself with a feding 
of dread. Now, if ever, was the time to woik with 
redonUed ardor; but it was in vain that Consoelo 
made appointments with him every day in the Corte 
MinetOy where she insisted on remaining in spite of 
the entreaties of the coont^ irtio wished to place her 
in more suitable lodgings. Anzoleto plunged into 
soch a quantity of negotiations» visita^ soUdtations 
and intrigues^ and bordened his mind with soch 
wretched cares and anxieties that he had neither the 
time nor the courage to stody. 

In the midst of thèse perplexities^ foreseeing that 
the most serions opposition to his success wouM corne 
firom Corillay and knowing that the coont no longer 
either viâted her or concemed himself aboot her in 
any way, he resohred to go to see her, and gain her 
Êivor. He had heard that she aocepted Zustiniani's 
désertion and vengeance with the ntmost gayety and 
a philosophie irony, that she had received brilliant 
ofiers from the ItaHan opéra in Paris» and that, idiile 
awaiting the Êulure of her rival, on which she seemed 
to coont, she was openly langhing at the Ohisions of 
the coont and his friends. He thooght that with 
prudence and deceit he m^t disarm this dangeroos 
enemy, and, having decked and perfomed himself to 
the best of his power, he went to her apartments one 
aftemoon at an hoor when the habit of the «esta 
makes viâts few and palaces sQeiit 
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He foond CorîUa alone in an exquisîte boaddr, hatf- 
asleep on her sofa, and in a most gallant ondress, as 
the expresnon was in those days. But the change in 
her îàxiit made him think that her indifférence to 
Consaelo was not so great as her iaithliil partisans 
pretended* Stîll, she received him with a sportive 
manner, and said, tapping him archly on the cheek 
and motioning to her nudd to go out and dose the 
door, — 

*< Ah 1 is it yoo, little scamp? Hâve yoa corne to 
saj more pretty things to me» and to try U> make me 
bèlieve diat yoa are not the most deceitfiil of flatterers 
and the most intriguing of aspirants for glory? Yoa 
were terrîbly conceited, my yoong friend, if yoa 
thought I cared for your sudden désertion after ail 
your fine speeches, and yoa were a great fixd to hope 
that yoa ccmkl make me wish for you by staying away, 
for I forgot an aboat yoa in twenty-four houis.^ 

*<Twenty-fi3or hoors? It is immense 1'* replied 
Anzoleto, as he kissed CorîUa*s laige and heavy arm. 
** Oh» if I coaU believe that» I shouM be very prood 1 • 
bat I know weO that if I hadaltowed myselfto believe 
yoa whenyoorsaid'* — 

^ I advise yoa to forget what I said» and if yoa had 
corne to see me» yoa wooki hâve finmd my door 
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dosed. But what ^ves yoa the impadence to corne 
to-day?** 

^ It is not in good taste to refrain from prostrating 
one*s self before those who are in iavor» bot to corne 
and offer one's heart and one's dévotion to thote 
who^ — 

''Go on — to those iR^ are in disgrâce? Itisveiy 
generous and very hamane of you, my Olustrioui 
friendr* And CoriHa tfarew hersdf back on her 
{mUows with shaip peals of braghter which seemed 
hardly sincère* 

The disgraced prima donna was not in her first 
freshness» umI the light of middaywas not veryfinror- 
able to her, while her handsome fiure had sufiered 
somewhat from her concentrated fory daring the hst 
few days. But Anzoleto, who had never been abme 
with so beautilul and so fiunous a woman, fdt moved 
in those régions of his soûl into which Consuelo had 
never been wiUing to descend, and from which he had 
voluntarily banidied her pure image. When Corilla 
saw that he was really impressed, she grew gende and 
lallied him more kindly/ 

'^ You did please me for a wholeevening, Iconfess," 
said she, ''but I do not really esteem you. I know 
that you are ambitions, and consequently fitlse and 
ready to commit any infidelity. I could never tnuâf 
you. You pretended to be jealous one night in my 
gondola, and you posed as a tyrant Thatwouldhave 
amused me afrer ail the insipid gallantries of oor 
patricians, but you were deceiving me, wretched duld t 
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\ 

t Yoa were then, and you still are, in love with another 

I woman, and yoa are going to many — whom? Oh, 

I I know very well ! my rival, my enemy, the débutante, 



Zustiniani's new favorite.'* 

** Cruel créature 1 You ought to understand what 
happened to me when I first saw you, and not care 
for what I intended before that fatefid moment. As 
for what has happened since then, can you not guess 
it? What need is there for us to think about it now?** 

** I will not be satisfied with hints and réservations. 
Do;rou still love the ZingareUa? Are you going to 
marryher?** 

** If I love her, how b it that I àm not married to 
her already? '* 

^Then I can hâve her hissed without making you 
unhappy?'* •« • . 

*^ Alas, madame I do you wish to prevent my début? 
You surely know that I come out at the same time as 
Consuelo. If you hâve her hissed, I too shaU fidl, 
and be a victim of your anger. And nrfiat hâve I 
done to displease you? Alas, I dreamed a delicious 
and fatal dream ! I fancied that you took some in- 
terest in me, and that I shotild grow famous under 
your protection. Yet now I am the object of your con* 
tempt and your hatred, — I, who lov^ and respected 
you so much that I fled from you. Well, madame, 
satisfy your dislike ; cause me to £ul, ruin me, spoil 
my future. If you will only tell me in private that I 
am not odious to you, I will accept aU the puUic 
maria of your disdain.** 
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"Serpent thaï 70a aie 1" cried Corilla, «» wbere did 
joo find the pdsonoos flattery that lurks in your 
tongoe and in yoox eyes? I would gîve a great deal 
to know and to understand yoa, but I am afiraid of 
3^00, for yoQ are either the most fairinating of lovera 
or the most dangeioas of enemies." , |) . 1 ' 

** I your enemy? How coaU I ever dare to be 
that, even if I were not a slave to your charms? 
Hâve yoa enemies» divine Corilla? Hâve yoa enemies 

in Venice, wfaere every one knowt 3^00, and wheie 1' 

yoa hâve always reigned without a rival? A lover*t M . 

quarrel irritâtes the coont. He wishes to drive yoa ^j , , ï 

û^my ; he wishes to cease to sufier. He finds a little 
giri who seems to possess some abili^, and who asks 
nothing better than to make her début Is that a 
crime in a poor child who never hears your iDastrioai 
name without terror» and who never speaks it but witb 
respect? Yoa attribute to the poor thing insolent 
pretensions which she never thou^ of setting up. 
The counf s efforts to make his friends like her, 
the kindness of thèse friends» who exaggerate her 
meritSy the injustice of your own friends^ who spread 
abroad calumnies to imbitter and to afflict 3^00, when 
they ought to be restoring peace to your noUe mind 
or pointing out your unapproachable g^ory and the 
terrors of your rival, — thèse are the causes of the 
préjudice idiich I find in you, and at which I am to 
astonished, so stunned, that I do not know how to 
set about combating it** 

" You know how (mly too weD,** said CoriDa, look* 
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Il ing at him with mingled tendemess and distnist 

\ ''I listen to your soft words, but my reason still 

I telb me to fear yoo. Consado U divînely beauti- 

{. fui, althouj^ they tell me the contiaiy; and she 

; l must hâve a certain merît in a style unlike my own, 

!; j since Porpora, wfaose judgment b so severe, prodaims 

, I it (^nly.** 

] I ** Yoa know Potpora, and you must understand his 

oddities — his manias^ one might say. He b an enemy 
to aH originality in others, and to ail innovations in 
the art of singing; and if a little pupil b very atten- 
tive to his maunderings and submissive to hb pedantic 
lessonsy he will déclare that a scale nicely sung by her 
b superior to ail the marveb which the public adores. 
How long hâve you troubled yourself about the 
crotchets of thb old fool? '* 

^ Then she has no talent? '* 

''She has a fine voice, and she sings respectably in 
church. But she cannot know anything about the 
stage, and as for the power which she must dbplay 
ther^ she b so paralyzed with terror that it b greatly 
tobe feared that she will lose what fewiacnlties Heaven 
has given her*** 

''She b afraid? They told me, on the contrary, 
that she was strangdy bold.'* 

" Oh, the poor child 1 Alas, how they must hâte 
her 1 You will hear her, divine Corilla, and you wîH 
be so moved by a noble pi^ that you will encourage 
her instead of hissing her, as you threatened in jest a 
moment ago.** 
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** Either yoa are lytng to me» or my friends hâve 
greatly deceived me aboot her.** 

** Your friends hâve been deceived themsehres. In 
their indiscreet zeal, they are frightened at the idea of 
a rival to yoo. Afraîd of a child 1 Afiraid for yoa 1 
Ah, they must love yoa little; tince they know yoa 
so little 1 If I had the happiness to be your friend, 
I thould know better what yoa are» and I shoold noi 
do you the injustice to fear any rivalry for yoa» even 
that of a Faustina or a MoltenL** 

** Do not (ancy that I hâve been frightened* I am 
neither jealous nor spiteful; and as the saccesi pf 
others has never interfered with my own» I hâve never 
cared about it. But when I think that they wish to 
brave me» and to make me sufler**— 

** Do you wish me to bring little Consuelo to yoor 
feet? If she had dared» she would already hâve come 
to ask your support and your advice. But she is soch 
a timid child 1 And then» they hâve slandered yoa 
to her. They hâve told her that you were cruel and 
vindictive» and intended to cause her to faûL** 

^'They hâve told her that? Then I can under- 
stand why you are hère.** 

** No» madame» you cannot understand h, for- I 
never believed it for a moment» and I never shaD 
believe it Oh» no» madame I You do not under> 
stand me.'* 

As he spoke» Anzoleto flashed his dark eyes upoQ 
Corilla and bent his knee before her with an incom- 
parable expression of languor and tendemess. 
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CoriHa was not without clevemess and pénétration ; 
but as often happens to women excessivelj in love with 
themsehres, vanity sometimes placed a thick bandage 
over her ejes» and caused her to fall into very clumsy 
snares. Besides, her heart was inflammable, and Anzo- 
leto was the handsomest fellow the had ever seen. 
She could not resist his honeyed words, and wîthin 
a week of this first interview she was madly in love 
with him. Anzoleto was somewhat frightened at the 
too rapid and too complète success of his enterprise. 
Stin, he flattered himself that he would be aUe to 
ccmtrol her long enouj^ for him to accomplish hb 
end, which was to prevent her interfering with his 
début and Consuelo*s success. He showed great 
devemess in dealing with her, and as he had a iac- 
ulty of lyîng with a diabolical appearance of truth, he 
was able to enchain her, to persuade her, to master 
her. He even made her believe that what he ad- 
mired above everything in a woman was generosity, 
sweetness, and sincerity, and he adroitly marked out 
for her the course which she was to foUow in public 
towards Consuelo, if she did not wish him to hâte and 
despise her. He knew how to be severe with an 
appearance of tendemess, and, concealing a threat 
under words of praise, pretended to take her for an 
angel of goodness. Poor CoriUa had played ail sorts 
of parts in her boudoir except this one, and this she 
had always played badly upon the stage. But she 
submitted, firom fear of lonng Anzoleto, who also 
made her think that the count was still in love 
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with her, în spîte of his anger, and secretly jealom» il 

althou^ he boasted the opposite, and CoriUa't vanity I 

loved to be deceived* éhe thooght thaï ihe had • || 

nothing to dread in Anzoleto*t feelingi for Consuelo^ ' 

and there wassach an appeaiance of truth in his prot- 

estatbns that her jealousy was quite lalkd to deep. 

As the great day diew near, the cabal which she had 

fonned was broken up. For Anzoleto*s sake, she 

now worked in their favor, convinced that Consoelo 

would lail in any case, and that Ânzoleto would be 

infinitely grateful to her for not having contributed 

to her M. Besides, he had already had the tact to 

embroil her with her firmest champions, by pretending 

to be jealous of their attentions, and by forcing her to 

tum them away rather ruddy. 

\Vhile he was thus working in the dark to disap> 
point the hopes of the prima donna, the wOy Vene* 
tian boasted to the count and Consuelo that he had 
disarmed the dangerous enemy of their triumph by 
adroit measures, courteous visits and bold lying. The 
count, who was frivolous and somewhat given to 
gossip, was infinitely amused by the stories of his 
protège. His vanity triumphed in the regrets which, 
according to Ânzoleto, Corilla fdt because of their 
séparation, and he urged the yoong ténor on to new , 
treacheries. 

Consuelo was surprised and grieved* ^' Yoa wouU 
do iar better,'* she said, ''to practise and to study 
your part. You tUnk you hâve done a great deal 
in disarming the enemy; but a note weU delivered^ 
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an inflection well understood, wOl hâve more efiect 
on the impartial public than the alence of your ene* 
mies. You should think of this pablic alone, and I 
am sorry to see that you do not thmk of it at alL" 

««Be easy, dear Consuelo^'* he repHed. ^Your 
mistake is in thinking tfaat the public b both impar- 
tial and intelligent Those who know anything are 
hardly ever fair, and those who are fair know so little 
that boldness is enongh to dazzle them'and cany them 
awiqr." 
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Th£ anxieties accompanying his thirst for iame had ; 

put to sleep Ânzoleto*s jealoosy of the count Porta- 
nately, Consuelo had no need of a more moral or ' ' 

more vigilant defender* Frotected by her innocence^ 

she was stîU safe from ZostinianTs advances, and hekl | 

him at a distance âmply by her indifférence. At the \ 

end of a fortnight, this Venetian Lovelace realized that ; 

she had as yet none of the workDy passons whîch are 

usefid aids to séduction, and he spared no panis to j 

awaken them. But as he was no further advanced, i 

even in this respect, than at thç very first, he did noi 
wish to min his chances by predpitancy. If Anzdeto 

had annoyed him by his watchfuhiessy his irritatioQ j 

might hâve impelled him to more rapid advancet. *; 

But Anzoleto left-him a iree field, and Consuelo sus- j 

pected nothing; therefore, ail that he had to do wat 

to make himself agreeable, in the hope that he mi^ i 

ultimately make himself necessary. Consequently, he ' 

neglected no means of pleasing, neither thoughtful i 

attentions nor refined gallantries. - Consuelo accepted 

an this dévotion, and obstinately ascrîbed it to the , ! 

élégant manners and liberafity, to the pavsionate < 

dilettanteism and natural kindness of her protector, 
She felt for him true friendship and nncere gratitude^ 
and he, made happy, yet anxious, by this self*sor- 
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render of a pure heart, began to be frightened at the 
sentiment which he might inspire when he shoold 
qpeakat last 

While he was yielding himself with fear, yet not with- 
out pleasure, to a sentiment whoUj new to him (consol- 
ing himself a little for his disappointment by the opinion 
which aU Venice held conceming his triumph), Corilla 
also felt a sort of transformation taking place in her 
heart She loved with ardor, if not nobly, and her 
irritable and imperious nature bent beneath the yoke 
of her young Adonis. She was, in truth, the im- 
modest Venus in love with the handsome hunter, and 
timid before a mortal for the first time. She even 
went to the length of assuming virtues which she did 
not possesSy and she did not affect them without fed- 
ing a sort of soft and pleasing tendemess; for the 
idolatry which one withdraws firom one's self and gives 
to another, élevâtes and ennobles for a moment even 
soûls least susceptible of generosity and dévotion. 

The émotion which she felt reacted on her talent, 
and it was noticed at the théâtre that she played 
pathetic rôles more naturally and with more feeling. 
But as her character and the very springs of her nature 
were poisoned, and as it required a violent and pain- 
fol inward stniggle to accomplish this metamorpho- 
m, her physical strength gave way under the effort. 
Every day it was seen, with malidous pleasure by 
some, and by others with nncere regret, that she was 
losing her powers. Her voice grew weaker at each 
appearance. The brilliant caprices of her improvisa- 
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tîon were q>oîled bf shortnest of breath and doabtfid 
intonadon. The grief and terror iriiich she fek com- 
pleted her nndoiiig^ and at tbe last perfionnance befbie 
the début of Coosaelo^ she sang ao &be and £ifled in 
so many brillîant passages that her friends conld ap- 
pland but weakly, and were socm redoced to a teni- 
fied silence by tbe mnrmars of her opponents. 

The great day arrived at last, and the théâtre waa 
80 fiill that one could hardly breathe in it Corilla, 
dad in black^ paie, agitated, more dead than alive, 
divided between the fear of witnessing the (aihue of 
the man she loved and that of beholding the triomph 
of her enemy, sat down in her little dark stage-box. 
An the ban and arriere-ban of Venetian beanty and 
aristocracy came to display their flowers and jewels 
in a da7.z1ing triple semidrde. The men of &shion 
crowded the passages and part of the stage, as the 
custom waa in those days. The doge appeared in a 
proscenium-box, with aU the great dignitaries of State. 
Potpora conducted the orchestra in person, and Count 
Zustiniani waited at the door of Consuelo*8 dressing- 
room until she should finish her toilet, whQe Ansoleto^ 
decked ont aa an andent warrior with aU the absord 
coquetiy of the period, stoodhalf-fidntinginthewings^ 
drinking a great £^ of Cypnts wine to steady his 
shaking knees. 

The opéra was not the woik of a strict dasdc 
master nor of a bold modem innovator. It was the 
unlmown woik of a stranger. To avdd the cabab 
which his own or any other fiunous name woold not 
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hâve failed to excite among the rival composersi 
Porpora, nrho desîred the success of his pupil befoie 
everythiûg, had suggested the score of *^ Ipennnestra,** 
the lyric début of a young German who, as yet, had 
neither frîends nor enemies in Italy or anywhere else, 
and who was named simply Christopher Gluck* 

AVhen Anzoleto appeared upon the stage, a murmur 
of admiration ran through the audience. The ténor 
whom he succeeded was an admirable «inger, but he 
had been unwise enough to renudn on the stage until 
âge had injured his voice and desUpyed his good 
looksy so that he was but little missed by an ungrateful 
public, and the iair sex, which listens oftener vrith its 
eycs than with its ears, was charmed to see in the 
place of this stout, red-Êu:ed man, a lad of four-and- 
twenty, fresh as a rose, blond as Phœbus, shaped as 
if Phidias himself had modeUed him ; in short, a true 
child of the lagoons, '' bianco, crespo e grassotto." 

He was too much agitated to sing his first air well, 
but his magnificent voice, his fine attitudes, and some 
happy and original effects were enouj^ to gain him 
the good-wiU of the women and the populace. It 
was clear that the débutant had great powers, and that 
there was a future before him. He was warmly ap- 
plauded, and twice called out alter leaving the stage, 
as is customaiy in Italy, and espedally in Venice. 

His success restored his courage, and when he re* 
appeared with Ipermnestra, he was no longer airaid. 
But ail the efiects of this scène belonged toConsuèlo; 
she alone was looked at and listened to. People said 
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toeachother, ''Theresheb! Yes^itUshe! Who? 
the Spaniard? Yet, the débutante, Zu8tiniani*s mis- 
tress.** 

Consuelo came on gravely and coldly. She k)oked 
over her public, received the applause of her pio- 
tectors with a courtesy which was free from humility 
and coquetry alike, and delivered her recitative with 
so finn a voice, so grandiose a manner and so 
triumphant a confidence, that at her first phrase 
shouts of admiration arose from aU parts of the build- 
ing. 

'' Ah, the treacherous wretch has been deceiving 
me ! *' crîed Corilla, casting a terrible look at Anzoleto, 
who could not help glancing at her just then with an 
ill-disguised smîle. She threw herself back in her 
box and burst into tears. 

Consuelo sang a few phrases more, and then the 
cracked voice of the aged Lotti was heard ciying ^ 

from his corner, — j, 

** Amid miei, questo è un portento.'* \\ 

She sang her great opening air, and was repeatedly 1 

interrupted by applause. They cried, " Bis ! " and re- j 

called her to the stage seven times. There were per^ I 

fect screams of delight In short, the madness of | 

Venetian dilettanteism broke forth in ail its force, ridio- ' j 

ulous yet intoxicating. — \ 

** \Ylij are they shouting so?** asked Consuelo, as 
she went behind the scènes, only to be recalled before 
the footlights by the roars of the pit ** One would 
think that they wanted to stooe 
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From that moment, thej concemed themselves bat 
little about Anzoleto. He was Idiidly treated, be- 
cause the public was in a good homor ; but the indul- 
gent coldness with which they passed over his defects^ 
without consolîng him by immoderate applause îxx 
the passages which he did leally weD, pioved to him 
that^ while hb face pleased the women, the noisy and 
enthuâastic majori^ — the maie spectators — made 
Ctde account of him, and lesenred its transports of 
delight for the prima donna* Âmong ail those wfao 
had corne with hostile intentions, not one dared to laise 
a murmur; and in truth, there were not tfaree people 
in the house who could resîst die enthudasm and irré- 
sistible désire to applaud the marvd of the evening. 

The score had a great successi, although it was not 
much Bstened to, and nobody cared much about it. 
It was purely Italian muâc, gracefbl and înoderately 
pathetic, and giving little promise, they say, of the 
anthor of ** Alcestis *• and «* Orphcus.** There were 
not enough striking beaurîes in it to displease the 
audience. Afterthe first act,theGerman maestiowas 
called before the curtain with the two débutants, and 
even Clorinda shared in the calL The latter, thanks 
to Consuelo's protection, had sung the second lole; 
and, though she had performed it with a duU voice 
and a vulgar style, her handsome arms had disarmed 
the public Rosalba, whose place she took, was ez- 
tiemely thin. 

During the last intermisâon, Anzoleto^ who had 
been watching CoriDa caiefoDy, and had noticed her 
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increasing exdtement, thought it prudent to viât her 
in her box, so ai to prevent an explosion. As soon as 
she saw him, she flew at him like a tigress, and ganre 
him two or three violent slaps, the last of which was 
enough of a scratch to draw a few drops of blood, 
and leave a mark which no aroount of paint coaU 
hide. The indignant ténor pat an end to this oot- 
burst by a sharp blow in the breast with his fist, whîdi 
knocked the half-iainting cantatrice into the anns of 
her sister Rosalba. l ' 

^ Brute, traitor, buggiardoT* she mumrared in a t> 

choking voice, ''yoor Consuelo and you shaO die by 
my haad I ^ 

** If you dare to make a step, a gesture, an oot* 
break of any kind this evening, I will poniard yoa 
before the eycs of aU Venice,** said Anzoleto, pak» 
and with denched teeth, as he flourished before her 
his faithful knife, which he knew how to throw with aU 
the dexterity of a son of the lago<»is. 

'< He wîU Ao as he says,'* said the tenor-stric&en 
Rosalba. ^< Be quiet 1 Let us go ; our lives are noi 
safe hère." 

" No, they are not, and beware how you fiorget it,** 
replied Anzoleto, and he went out, slamming the door 
of the box behind him and locking it 

Although this tragi-comic scène had passed ift-m 
mysterious and rapid undertone, like aU soch scènes 
in Venice, when the débutant was seen hurrying 
through the passages with hb handkerchief to his &ce» 
people suspected some little quarrel, and the haïr* 
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dresser, who was calleâ to arrange the Greek prince's 
ringlets and plaster up his wounds, told the whole 
band of chorus dngers and supemuroeraries that 
some love-lom kitten had been using her claws on 
the hero's face. The anecdote ran aU over the stage, 
leaped, I know not how, across the footlights, ^read 
from the orchestra into the balcony and from there 
mto the boxes, from which it descended agmn, some- 
what grown in its joomey, into the depths oFthe pit. 
Ânzoleto's relations to Corilla were stîll tinknown, but 
as his attentions to Clorinda had been noticed, the 
story was that the seconda donna, jealous of the 
prima donna, had just put out the handsome tenor's 
eye and broken three of his teeth. 

It was a source of regret to some, and a delightfiil 
Utile scandai to most. They wondered whether the 
performance would be interrupted, or whether the old 
ténor, Stefanini, would finish the opéra with a book in 
his hand. The curtain rose, and everything was for- 
gotten when Consuelo was seen, as calm and sub- 
Hme as at the be^^nning. Although her rôle was not 
extremely tragic, she made it so by the power of her 
acting and the expresâon of her singing. She drew 
tears from eveiy one, and when the ténor appeared, 
his trifling scratch only called forth a smile. But this 
ridiculous incident nevertheless prevented his success 
from being as brilliant as it might otherwise hâve 
been, and ail the honors of the evening fell to the. 
share of Consuelo^ who was recalled at the dose and 
madly applanded* 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CONSUELO. 159 

After the open, theie was a tupper at the Zostiniaiii 
palace, and Anzoleto quite foigot Corilla, whom he 
had locked up in her box, and who was obligcd to 
break her way ouU Amid the noise iHûch follows so 
brilliant a performance, no one notked her retreat; 
but the next day, the broken door, combined with 
Ânzoleto*8 scratch, put the public on the track of an 
intrigue which had been untâ then carefuDyconcealed. 

He was seated at the sumptuous banquet which the 
count was giving in Consuelo's honor, and was listen* 
ing to the abbes, who were reciting to the triumphant 
singer sonnets and madrigals which they had been a 
couple of days in improvising, when a servant slipped 
under his plate a little note from CoriDa, which he 
read by stealth, and which was as follows : -~ 

** If you do not corne to me at once, I wiU seek yoa 
out and make a scène, thou^ yoo were at the end 
of the world, or in the arms of your thrice-accnrsed 
Consuelo.** 

Anzoleto .pretended to be tsken with a fit of 
coughing and went out to write this answer on a bit 
of ruled paper which he tore from a music-book : — 

'' Corne if yoa like ; my knife is ready, and with it 
my contempt and my hatred.** 

The despot knew that with such a nature as hers 
fear was the only bridle,and a threat the only possible 
expédient. But in spite of himsel^ he was sombre 
and preoccupied during the supper, and as soon as 
they rose from the taUe he slipped away and hurried 
toCorilla. 
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) He found the poor créature in a pitiable state. 

; Torrents of tears had followed convulsions ; she was 

i seated at her wîndow with dishevelled hair and eyes 

I swoUen with weeping, and her dress, which she had 

i tom in her fury, fell in rags over her heaving bosonu 

She sent away her aster and her nudd, and in spite of 

hersel^ a raj of joy lit up her fiice when she saw be- 

I âde her him whom she had feared to see no more. 

I But Anzoleto knew her too well to tiy to console her. 

He well knew that at the first sign of pity or re- 
r pentance her fory would revive and tum to vengeance. 

He resolved to persévère in his rôle of inflexible 

cruelty, and although he was touched by her despair, 

he loaded her with the bitterest abuse, and declared 

î, that he had corne to bid her an etemal fiairewelL He 

compeUed her to throw herself at his feet, and drag 
herself on her knees to the door, and beg his forgive- 
nessintheanguishof mortalsorrow. When he had thus 
completely broken her he j^retended to be touched, 
and set about calmîng her. But as he grew more 
gentle ^th this taroed lioness^ he never forget that she 
was, after ail, a wild beast, and preserved to the end 
the attitude of an ofTended master who foigives. 

Day was beg^nning to dawn when CorUla, leaning 
her marUe ann on the balustrade, ail cold with the 
moming dew, and hiding her pale &ce in her long 
Uack hair,began to complain in a gentle and caressing 
voice of the tortures which her lover had caused her. 
<* Yes,'* she said, <* I am jealous, if you insist upon 
it I am worse than that — I am envions. I cannot 



■ Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CONSURLO. l6t 

tee xùj ten yean'gloiy eclipted in a moment byanew 
power, before which a forgetful and cnid public sac- 
rifices me without considération and without r^;ret 
When you hâve known the transports of triumph and 
the humiliation of decaj, you wîll not be so exacting 
and 80 severe towards yourself as you are towards me 
to-day. I am still powerful, you say ? Vain, successful, 
richy and with splendid hopes, I can go to new coon* 
tries, conquer new worshippers, charm a new puUîc 
But even if that were true, do you suppose that any- 
thing in the world would console me for being aban- 
doned by ail my friends, and driven from my thnme, 
or for seeing a new idol set up in my place? And 
thîs disgrâce, the first in my life, the only one in my 
whole career, is inflicted upon me in your sight. In 
your sight? It b inflicted by you ; it is the woik of 
my lover, of the first man whom I ever loved whoUy 
and madly. You wiUsay that I am false and spitefiil; 
that I hâve afiected a hypocritical noUeness, a lying 
generosity before you ; but it was you who wished it 
so, Anzoleto. I was ofiended, but you bade me appear 
quiet, and I kept quiet. I was distrustfiil, but you 
commanded me to believe you rincere, and I believed 
inyou« Ihad rage and bittemessinmyheart,butyoa 
told me to smfle, and I smiled* I was furious and 
despairing, but you ordered me to keep silent^ and I 
was silent. What more could I do than assume a 
character which was not my own, and put on a courage 
which I could not retain? And when this courage 
déserts me, when my torture grows unbearable, iriien 
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I am becoming mad, and my wretchedness ought to 
eut you to the heart, you trample me under foot, and 
wish to leave me to die in the mire into which yoa 
hâve cast me. O Anzoleto, you hâve a heart of 
bronze, and I am as little in your eyes as the sand of 
the sea-shore 1 Ah ! scold me, beat me, insolt me, 
dnce it must be so ; but atleastpitymeinthebottom 
of your heart, and from the bad opinion you hâve of 
me, judge of the immensity of my love, sincel sufier 
ail this, and wish still to su/Ter it. 

''But listen, my friend," she said to him more 
gently, and putting her arms about him ; " what you 
hâve made me sufTer is nothing to what I feel when I 
think of your future and your happiness. You are 
Piined, Anzoleto, dear Anzoleto, ruined without hope 1 
You do not know it, you do not suspect it, but I see 
it, and say to mysel^ ' If I had only been sacrificed 
to hb amtndon, if my fall had only contributed to his 
gloiy 1 But no ! it has but contributed to his ruin, 
and I am the instrument of a rival who is putting hcâr 
foot on both our necks.' ^ / 

'''What do you mean?" asked Anzoleto; "I do 
not understand you.'' 

" Yet you ought to understand me 1 You ought at 
least to understand what happened this evening. Did 
.you not see how the public, which had been made 
enthusiastic by your first air, became cold towards you 
after she had sung as she always wiU sing,^ alas 1 
better than I, better than any one,and — must I say it? 
— better than you, a thousand times» dear Anzoleto. 
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Ah 1 do you not see tfaat this woman wfll crash yoo, 
tfaat she hts already crashed 70a at your first appear- 
ance? Yoo do not see that jour beauty b edipsed 
by her uglinesSy — forshebt^y, I m ain t a m , — but I 
know well that agly women, wfaeo they do pkase, 
aioase more furioos passions and more intense dévo- 
tion than the most perfect beanties npon earth. Do 

yoa not see that th^ idolize her, and that wfaenever i t 

you are beside her, yoa wîll pass unnoticed? Yoa do > ^ 

not know that to develop itsdf and to soar, the talent * ' 

of an artist needs praise and soccess, as a new-born ' \ 

babe needs air to Ihre and grow; that the smaDest 1 

rivalry absorbs part of the life which an artist breathes 

in; and that a dangeroas rîvahy b a vacoom about j 

one^ — b death to nsl Yet yoa ooght to see itby \ 
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I did not know, and whom yoo did not wish me to 

fear, haji been enough to paralyze me fi)r a month; 

and the nearer I drew to the day of her triompha the 

more my Toice deserted me, the more I tàx, myself 

&ÎL And yet I hardly thought thb triamph possible I 

What will it be now that I hâve seen it certafai, 

dazzling^ imassailaMe? Do yoa know that I can j | j 

never appear again in YeiUce, perhaps even in Italy, 

because I should be demoralized, trembling, impotent? 

Who knows where thb memory may not reach me, 1 

where the name or présence <^ thb victorioos rival \ 

may not foUow me and put me to flight? I, alas 1 

am rained ; but so are you, Anzoleto. Yoa are dead ^ 

before having Uved; and if I were as bad-bearted as 
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my sad example. The mère dread of thb rival whom ^\\ ^ 
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ycm say, I should rejoke at it, and urge you on to 
yonr destruction, and be revenged. But instead, I 
say to you despaîring^y, if you appear once more be- 
side her in Venice, you hâve no longer a foture in 
Venice ; if you follow her in her travels^ shame and 
contempt will keep you company. I( living on her 
eamings and sharîng in her urealth, you drag out a 
pale and misérable esdstence by her dde^» do yoo 
knov what wiU be your title with the public? They 
will say, < Who is that handsome young man behind 
her?' And the answer will be, *Nobody — less than 
nobody 1 He is the husband or the lover of the 
divine cantatrice!*'* 

Anzoleto became as sombre as • the stormy douds 
that were rîsing in the east 

"You are mad, dear Corîlla,** he replied. - •'Con-^ 
suelo is not so dangerous to you as your fevered 
imagination makes you think to-night. As for me, I 
hâve told you that I am not her lover, and assuredly 
win never be her husband ; and I will not live, like a 
puny bantling, under the shadow of her broad wings. 
There is air and space enough in the sky for ail those 
whom a powerful flight raises from the earth. See 
that swallow 1 Does he not fly as well over the canal 
as the largest gull over the sea? Corne, a truce to 
thèse rêveries, and farewdl ! If you wish me to retum, 
résume that sweetness and that patience whîch charm 
me, and which become you so much better than aO 
the ravings of jeaknsy.** 

Anzoleto, still absorbed in dark thonj^ts, went to 
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his house, and it was only when he was in bed and 
almost asleep that he wondeied who had accompanied 
CcHisuelo home fixnn the Ziitrinîani palace. It was an 
office which he had never left to any one else. 

'' Aftcr aO," he said, as he punched his piHow to 
arrange it under his head, " if &te wiOs it that the 
count should accomplish his ends» it is litde odds to 
me whether it happens sooner or later 1 ** 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

Whek Anzoleto awoke, his jealous/ of Count Zus- 
tiniam revived. A thousand conflicting sentiments 
filled his heart. The stiongest of thèse was the envy 
of Consnelo's genius and success which CoriUa had 
aioused in him^ and which sank more deeply into his 
heart as he compared the triumph of hb betrothed 
withwhat» in his disappointed ambition, he termed 
his own failure. Then came the humiliation of being 
possiUy supplanted in fact, as he already was in the 
belief of the public, in the affections of this woman, 
who would heiïceforth be famous and all-powerfui, i^ 
whose only and sovereign love he yesteiday Battered 
himself that he. was. Thèse jealousies strove with 
each other in his heart, and he did not know which 
to sacrifice to the othen He had to choose between 
two courses, — either to remove Consuelo firom Venice 
and from the count's attentions, and seek fortune with 
her elsewhere, or to abandon her to hb rival, and go 
off himself to strive for a success which she would not 
overshadow. Inthisstateofdoub^ which grew more 
and more painful, instead of seeking repose in the 
sodety of his true iriend, he plunged again into the 
storm by retuming to CoriUa, who increased his ap- 
préhensions by showing him more deariy than at first 
the disadvantageous side of his position* 
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" 'A proidiet b nol witfaont honor tave in hu own 
coontiy/ ** she sakl to hiiOy ^ and in any caae yoa would \ ^ 

not be weU off in jour native cit]% wbere yoa bave 
been seen ninning zagged aboat the stieets» and wlieie 
any one can say (and Heaven knows boir the noUes 
kre to boast of tbdr bcnebctions to artiste even 
tbooghtheyareima^^naiy!), 'I washis protector; I 
fiistdiscoveredhte talent; I recommended bim to tbis 
one, or prefened bim to tbat oœ.' Yoa bave lived 
too mocb in tbe li^^ my poor Anzoleto. Yoor 
cbanning fiure stnick eveiyone wbo saw it befoie tbey 
knew yoa bad a fiitore. How can yoa expect to 
dazzle people wbo bave teen yoo rowing tbeir gon- 
dolas and sin^^ Tasso*s venes tbe wliile to gain a • || 
few pence, or lonni^g tbeir errands to eam your } ' J^ 
sopper? Consoelo, wbo b og^y and bas led a retired 
life, b a ibreign marvd to tbem. Bende% sbe b a 
Spaniaid, and ber accent b not Venetian. Her bean- 
tifiil, tboogb somewbat strange, prononciation would 
please tbem, even if sbe were détestable, for it b 
sometbing widi wliicb tbeir ean aie not surfeited* 
Your beauty gained tbree-fourtbs of yoor litde succès 
in tbe fiist act^ and by tbe last tbey were already 
accustomed to if 

«^ And you might add tbat tbe fine scratcb yoa gave 
me^ and bx wbicb I ougbl never to foigive yoo, did 
not a little to deprive me of tbb hs^ tbougb trifliag, * V| 

advantage.** • , W 

*<Trifling in tbe eyes of men, bot important in i J 

tbose of women. Witb die bdp of tbe htter, yoa j I 
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may triumph in drawing-rooms, but without the 
former, you wiU iail on the stage. And how can yoa 
expect to win them when your rival b a woman, who 
not onlyconquers the serious dflettantî, but who in* 
toxicates by her grâce and the prestige of her sex ail 
the men who are not judges of music? Ah, what 
talent and knowledge hâve been necessary to Stefanini, 
to Saverio, and to ail those who hâve appeared upon 
the stage widi me 1 " 

^ In that case, dear CoriUa, I should run as great a 
risk in appearing with you as with Consuelo. If I 
should take a fancy to go to France with you, that 
would be a wholesome waming." 

This remark was a révélation to Corilla. She saw 
that her random shot had struck home, since the idea 
of leaving Venice was already taking shape in Anzo- 
leto's mind. As soon as she conceived a hope of car^ 
rying him with her, she spared no pains to make the 
Project attractive to him* 9ie depredated herself as 
much as she could, and set herself below her rival 
with boundless modesty. She was even wiUing to say 
that she was neither beautiful enough nor suffidently 
a great singer to arouse the passion of the public. 
And since she spoke more truly in this than she 
thought, as Anzoleto knew quite well, and since he 
had never deceived himself about the immense supe- 
riority of Ccmsuelo, she had little trouble in persuod* 
ing him. Consequently, their partnership and their 
departure were pretty weU dedded upon at this inter- 
view. Anzoleto thought of it seriously, althouj^ he 
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carefanykept open a wayofescapefrom the arrange- | 

menty if De^ ihoald be. 

Corina, seeing that he stiQ i^esaved a trace of i 

nncerUûnty, urged him strenuously to oontinoe \i% \ 

début, flattering him with the hope of a greater suc- ^ 

cess at the other perfbrmanceSp but quite sure in her i 

heart that the dtsastrous resuit of thèse triab wouU | 

disgust him with Venice and with Consudo. 

When he kft Corilla, he went to visit his friend. 
An irresîstîUe need of seeing her impeDed him* It 
was the first time for years that he had ended and 
begun a day without her chaste kiss upon hb brow. 
But as he would hâve bbshed îxx his fiddeness, after 
what had happened with Corilby he strove ta per- (Y 

suade himself that he was going to sedc proof of her ), (g 

fiûthkssness. <*Without any doub^** he said to him- '; 

sel^ ''the count wiU hâve taken advantage of the \ 

opportnnity and the irritation cansed by my absence." \ 

But the mère idea called great drops to his brow. If S ' 

it was trae, the certainty of Consudo*s remorse and i / J ; 

regret would break his heart, and he hastened his \ ' | ^ 

steps, expecting to find her bathed in tears. Yet an \ '\ 1 1 

inward voice, stronger than aU ebe, told him that so . ^ : 

swift and shamefiil a &n was impossible for so pure 
and noUe a being^ and he stayed his pace as he 
thougfat of himsel^ of the hatefulness of his condud, 
of the selfishness of his ambitioiit and of the falsehood 
and remorse with which he was loading his li& and 
his consdenoe. 



He found Ccmsudo in her Uadc gown, seated I 
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before her table, as serene and pure in her attitude 
and look as she had alwayi been. She lan to him 
with her usual expansiveness and qtiestioned him 
anxiousljT, but without reproach and without distrust» 
concerning his absence. 

'' I hâve not been well,'' he replîed, with profound 
déjection, cansed b/ his inward humiliation. ^When 
I struck my head against the scène last night, the 
blow, which I told you was nothing, brought on so 
severe a headache that I had to leave the Zustiniani 
palace, and I hâve been in bed ail momîng with it.'' 

''O heavens 1'' cried Consuelo, kissing the woimd 
made by her rival, ''you hâve been suffeiing, and are 
stiOinpain?** 

''No ; my rest has done me good. Never nûnd 
about it, and tell me how you managed to get home 
ail alone last ni^t?** 

"Âlone? Oh,nol The count brought me back in 
his gondola.** 

" Ah 1 I was sure of it,** said Anzoleto, in a strange 
voice. "And he said ail sorts of pretty things to you 
inthistete-a-tete ?** 

" What more could he say than he has already said 
in public a hundred times? He spoils me, and would 
make me vain, if I were not on my guard against that 
Beâdes, it was not a tete-a-tete; my good master 
wished to accompany me, too. Ah, what a true 
inendhebl*^ 

"What master? what true friend?** asked Anzo* 
leto, reassured and already preoccupied* 
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** Porpon, of coone 1 What are 70a thinkiog 
about?" 

** I was thinldng aboat yoar triumph last nig^t, dear 
Consuelo. Hâve not yoo thought of tt? ^ 

** Less than of yoan, I amure yotu" 

«'Mine? Ah, do not mock me, dear friend ! Mine 
was so pale that tt was Teiy like a fiûhiie.*' 

Consaek) changed color with surprise. In spite of 
her remaïkaUe self-ccmtrol, she had not been codl 
enoagh to percdve tfae différence between the ^>- 
plaosewhichhadgreetedherand that wfaich her lover 
had received* There is an exdtement in ovations of 
this sort fixHn which the most self-possessed artists 
cannot escape, and wfaich sometimes causes them to 
mistake the support of a cabal'for the damor of suc- 
cess. But, intftead of over-estimating the admiration 
of her publie, Consuelo^ frightened by so terrible a 
noise, conld hardljr nnderstand it, and had not per> 
ceived that she was preferred to Anzoleto. She 
scolded him naivèly for fais dinatisfaction with his soc- ; V 

cess, and seeing that she could neither persuade Um [ t 

nor drive away his sadness» she reproached him gen- % 

tly fi>r his excessive thirst for {^ry, and for vahiing . [1 

too higfaly the approval of the publia i 

** I hâve always toldyou,'* she said,*< that youcaxed i 

more toft the resolts of art than for art itselC Wben 

one has done one's best, when one feels that one has 1 

done well, it seems to me that a litde applause, more j 

or less, can neither add to ncnr take firom one's inward 
satisfaction. Do you remember what Fbrpora told 
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me the first time that I sang at the Zustiniani palace? 
'Whoever is fiUed with. a true kve for his art can 
never fear anythîng.' ** 

'^ You and your Porpora,'* replied Anzoleto irritably; 
^are ail very weD, with your fine maxims. Nothîng is 
so easy as to philosophize on the iOs of life when one 
knows only its brig^ âde. Porpora, although he u 
poor, and his merits are disputed^ has stilLa^great 
réputation. He has gathered so many laurels that 
his old head may grow white in thdr shade. Yoo, 
who know that yoa are invinciUej.can fed no fear. 
You leap to the top of the ladder at the fiist bound, 
and yoa reproach those who are not so strong as 
yoa for being giddy. It is not very charitable, Con* 
suelo, and it is supremely unjust* And then, your 
argument does not apply to me. You saythat we 
ouj^t to despise the approval of the public as long' 
aswe bave our own. But suppose I hâve not this 
inwaird consdousness of having done well? Do you 
not see that I am horriUy dissatisfied with myself? 
Did yoa not see that I was détestable? Did yoa not 
hear that I sang pitifully?'* 

''No^ that is not true. Yoa were neither better nor 
worse than usuaL The nervoosness which yoo fek 
hardly interfered with your powers. Besides^ it 
quickly left yoa, and what yoa knew weU» you did 
welL- 

**hsA what did I not know well?** sdd Anzoleto, 
fisdng on her his great eyes^ hollow firom fatigue and 
chagrin. 
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She si^ied and w«s aient tor z moment, and then 
taid, ^«M»g hinV"^ 

** What yoa do not know, yoo mosl learn. If 70a 
had been wîDîng to ttudy seriondy dtiring the re- 
beanab— did I not tell yoa? But this is notdie 
time kx leproachei» bat, on die contiary, the time to 
repair eve^rthÎQg. Corne, let os take only two hoaxt 
a day, and yoa wOl see hoir qakkiy yoa overcome 
what now hînden yoa.** 
«<Can I do it in a day?" 
^Yoa can do it in a few monthi^ at the oot- 
«de.- 

^ And yet I sing to-monroir 1 I hâve to go on widi 
my appearances befixe a public which will judge me 
by my firalts fiur more dian by my mérita.'* 

''But it wiU quickly perceive your improvement" 
"Who knows? Suppose it takes a dislike to 
me?- 
** It has shown yoa the contrary." 
''Ahl yoa thinkitwas indulgent tome?- 
** WeU, yea^ it wa% my friavL Where yoa were 
weak, it was kindly; where yoa were strong, it gare 
yoa crédit.- 

** But^ meanwhSe, they wiU f^ me a wretched 
engagement.- _ 

**Tht count is gênerons in everything, and never 
spares money. Besidei, dô they not ofler me more 
than we both need to Uve handsomdy? - 
^Thatisitl lam toliveonyoar8accessl- 
'< Hare I not Ihred kmg enough on your ÊLvor?** 
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**\X.\& not a question of money* I care litde how 
small my salaiy is« But he wiU engage me for the 
second or third rôles.** 

'^ He has no other first ténor avaikble. He bas 
long counted on you and thought only of you. Be* 
âdes, he is whoDy disposed in your Êtvor. You said 
that he would be opposed to our marriage. Far from 
thaty he seems to désire it» and often asks me.iiHien I 
shall invite him to our wedding.** 

.'^ Ah, indeed ! That is good* A thousand thanks^ 
mylordcounti** 

" What do you mean?" 

''Nothing; only, Consuelo, you were very wrong 
not to prevent my appearing untQ I had, by careM 
stndy, corrected my iaults, whîch you know so weU. 
For you do know my iaults, I repeat'* 

** Hâve I been lacking in frankness? Hâve I not 

often wamed you? But you hâve always insisted that 

. the public knew nothing; and when I heard what a 

snccess you won the night you first sang in thecounfs 

drawing-room, I diought** — 

** That the wodd of sodety knew no more than the 
common public? ** 

** I thought that your good qualities made more 
impression than your fimlts ; and it has proved as trae 
of the one as of the other, it seems to me.** 

<< It is true/* thought Anzoleto, " she speaks trath ; 
and if I could postpone my appearance — but I should 
run the risk of having another ténor called in my 
plac^ wfao might not yiekl to me later. Corne,** said 
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he, afterwalUng acroM the rocnn •eveial tiiiieS|**what 
aremy fiudts?** 

««Thotethat IhaveoftenUddyoa o( — too mach 
boldness and net cnou^ of préparation» an cnergy 
which is rather feverish âian rëd, dramatic effects 
which are tbe resuit rather of your will than of 
yoor heart. You are not fiUed with the tpirit of yoor 
part as a whde. You leam it in fragments» and see 
in it osày a succession of more or less brilliant nom- 
bers. Yoa do not grasp eitber the gradation» the de- 
velopment or the resuit In haste to show yonr 
beautifiil voice and die skill which yoo hâve in cer- 
tain respectif yoa revealed aQ that was in yon almost 
as soon as yoo came on the stage* Yon strove for an 
effect ai the least chance» and ail your effects were 
alike. At the end of the first act» diey knew yoa hy 
heart; but they did not knoir that it was ail» and they 
expected something pnxUgious at the end. That 
Something was not in yoo. Yoor émotion was ex- 
luiusted and yoor voice no longer fresh. Yoo felt it» 
and yoo forced both voice and émotion» The public 
fdt i^ and remained unmoved» to yoor great surprise» 
whenyoothoughtyourselfmoBtpaUietic. The trouble 
was that' they saw» not an artist inq)ired 1^ passion» 
but an actor determined on succès^.** 

««And how is it with otheis?** med Anz^eto^ 
stamping his foot^ <<Have I not heard thero» — ail 
those that hâve been applauded in Venice thèse ten 
yeais? Did not oM Ste&nini shoot iriien his v(»ce 
gaveoot? And did not they applandhimfarioody?^ 
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** It b true, and I always wondered how the public 
could be so mistaken. No doabt they remembered 
the time when he had more power, and did not like 
to make him feel the misfortune of old âge.** 

'^And Corilla, too, that idol yoa hâve oyerthrown, 
did not she force situations? Did she not make 
efforts which it was painful to see and to hear? Was 
she really impassioned when they applauded her to 
the skies?** . 

** It is becanse I thought her methods artifidal, her 
effects détestable, and her singîng and her acting both 
devoid of taste and breadth, that I appeared on the 
stage so calmly, persuaded, as you were, that the 
public did not know much about it.** 

''Ah/' said Anzoleto, with a deep âgh, ''you lay 
your finger on my wound, poor Consuelo 1 ** ^ 

" How so, my well-beloved? *• 

"How so, do you ask? We were both mistaken, 
Consuelo. The public does know. Its heart teaches 
it what its ignorance would conceaL It is a great 
child which must hâve amusement and émotion. It 
is sadsfîed with what is ofiered it ; but if something 
better is given, it compares and understands. Corilla 
could still charm it last week, although she sang false 
and was short of breath. But you appear, and Corilla 
is ruined ; she is crushed and buried. If she were to 
appear again, she would be hissed. If I had made 
my début beade her, I should hâve had as complète 
a success as I had at the oount*s the first time I sang 
after her. But beside you, I was edipsed. It had 
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to be tiras» and it ùmvgt wOl be thos. The pablk 
liked tinseL It mistook paste for jcwèl% andwas 
dazzled. It is shomi a fine gein» and at once it can- 
not undentand hoir it could hâve been lo grossi/ de- 
ceived. It can no looger bear imitation jewela^ and 
it sees througjh them. That is my misfoituney Con- 
snelo ^ it b to hâve been bioiight finwaxdt a bit of 
Venetian fi^asi^ beside a pead from the depths of the 



Consuelo did not undentand aU the bittemess and 
tnith there was in thèse reflecdons. She set them 
down to the kve of her betzothed, and did not lepl/ 
to what she took fisc flatteiy save \ïf smfles and 
caresses. She pretended that he voold snrpass her 
wfaenever he would take the tnmÛe^ and revived his 
courage \pf persoading him that nothing was easer 
than to sing as she did* She was quite sincère in 
thiSy for she had never been hindered bjr any obsta- 
cle» and she did not know that labor itself is the very 
first obstacle for those wbo do not love it and are 
not persevering. 
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CHAFTER XDL 

Encouraged by ûie ftankness of Consuelo and the 
perfidy of Corilla, who uiged him to appear again, 
Ânzoleto began to work eamestl/, and at the-second 
représentation of ** Ipennnestra " he sang his first act 
much more purdy. The public was gratelul for it. 
But as Consuelo's success increased in eqoal propor^' 
tion, he was not satîsfied with his own, and began to be 
demoralizedbythisnewproof of hisinferiority. From 
tfaat moment, everything put on a dnister appearance< 
It seemed to him that the audience did not listen to 
him, that the spectators seated near him were whisper- 
ing scomful criticisms, and that the kindly amateurs 
who encouraged him behind the scènes were pitying him 
profoundly. Âlltheirpraiseshadforhimtwomeanings» 
the worst of which hetook to himseUL CoriDa, whom 
he went to consult in her box between the acts, pre- 
tended to be fri£^tened,and asked lûm if he wasnot ilL 

« Why ? *• he said impatiendy. 

''Because your voice is muffled to-day, and you 
seemed tired. Take courage, dear Anzoleto! give 
fuU scope to your powers, which are paralyzed by 
fear or discouragement** 

''Did I not singmy first air weD?** 

''Not neaily so well as the first time. I was so 
disturbed by it âiat I was almost ilL'* 
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M Bat idn they applauded me.'* 

*«Alasl — bot nevermind; I tm wroQg to destroy 
your Olusions. Go on. Only, try to ghre your voke 
more briDiancy." 

<« Consoelo»** he thooght, ^intended to ghre me 
good advice. She acts firom instinct, and is socce» 
fuL Bat wheie conld she hâve gained enongh expé- 
rience to teach me hoir to master this unâircmble 
public? By foDowing her directions^ 1 lose my adyan- 
tages, and they do not give me crédit fi>rthe improve- 
ment in my method. Corne» kt us go back to oor 
former boldness 1 Did I not prove at my début at 
the count's that I could dazzle those whom I coold 
not persuade? Did not old Porpora tell me âiat I 
had the £iults of genius? Let the pubfic pass over 
the iaults and boir to the genius 1** 

He strained his hmgs^ performed prodiges in the 
seccmd act, and was listened to with surprise. A few 
dapped their handa^ but others silenced die applause. 
The mass of the pubUc asked itself whether this was 
sublime or détestable. 

With a littk more boldness» Anzdeto mîght, per- 
hapsy hâve won the day. But this check distaÂed 
him so much that he lost his head, and fidled shame- 
fîillyinall therestofhbpait — 

At the third performance, he had recovered his 
courage, and, resohông to foOow his own ideas with* 
out listening to Consueto's advice^ he ventured on 
the strangest caprices and the most impertinent in- 
novations. O horrorl two or thiee hisses btoke 
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the silence with which thèse desperate efforts were 
leceived. The good and gênerons public silenced the 
hisses and began to applaud, but there was no mis- 
taking this good-will towaids the person and blâme 
of the artist Anzoleto tore his costume tidien he 
retumed to hb dressing-room, and as soon as the 
pièce was finished he went and shut himself up with 
Corilla, filled with bitter rage, and determinèd'fô fly 
with her to the end of the earth. 

Three days went by without his seeing Consuelo. 
It was not hatred that he fdt for her, nor coldness 
(at the bottom of his remorse-laden heart he still 
loved her, and suffered mortally at not seeing her), 
but a real terror. He felt the domination of this 
being who crushed the public with her grandeur, and 
who in secret took possesdon of his confidence and 
his wiU as she chose. In his agitation, he had not 
the strength to conceal firom Corilla how much he 
was attached to his noble betrothed, and how much 
control she still had over his convictions. This filled 
Corilla with bitter rage, which she concealed. She 
ccmdoled with him, and drew the whole truth firom 
him ; and when she knew the secret of his jealousy, 
she struck a master-stroke by secreU/ infonmng 
Zustiniani of her own intimacy with Anzoleto, being 
sure that the count would not lose so fine an occaâon 
of enlightening the ol:ject of his désires^ and thus 
making Anzoleto*s retum to her impossible. 
* Surprised at seeing a whole day go by in the 8oli« 
tnde of her garret, Consuelo became anxious; and 
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after two days of vain waiting and mortal anguish» ai 
night fen she wiapped hersclf up in a thick mande 
(for tbe (amous canUtrice was no looger protected \fj 
her obscurity against danderons tongne») and hurried 
to tbe bouse wbere Anzoleto bad Cved for tome 
weeksy in lodgings more nntaUe than tbe old oiie% 
and wbicb tbe count bad given bim in one of tbe 
numerous bouses wbicb be owned in tbe cttj. Sbe 
did not find bim at bome, and leained tbat be 
lardy spent tbe nigbt tbere. 

Tbis drcomstance did not enligbten ber. . She 
knew bis babits of poetic wandering^ and tboi^^ 
tbat, nnable to become accnstomed to tbis q>lendid 
dwellingy be bad retnmed to ooe of bb old bannts. 
Sbe was aboat to venture in' seaich of bim^ wben, as 
sbe tumed about to go ont, sbe found berself béat to 
face witb Fùrponu 

*^ Consudo/' be said, in a low vcnce, ''it is nsdess 
to bide your face from me. I bave beaid yoor Toke. 
Wbat are yoa doing beie at tbis boor, my poor cbikly 
and wbom are yon seeking in tbb boose?** 

'^I am seekii^ my bêtiotbed»" repfied Consndo^ 
taîdng ber old master's arm, *<and I do not know 
wby I sboold bhisb to own it to my best friend. I 
know tbat yoa do not approve of my kyveior bim^ 
bat I cocild not lie to yoiu I am mieasy. I bave 
not seen Anzoleto since tbe day before yesteiday, at 
tbe théâtre. I am afraid be is in." 

''lU? He!'* said tbe professor, shmgg^ bis 
sbooklen. ''Come witb me^ poor gii1,I mnst qwak 
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to joo* And since jou hâve made up yonr mind to 
open yonrheart to me^ I mtist bpen mine to yot^also. 
Take my arm ; we can talk as we go. Listen, Con- 
saelo, and undeistand well what I am going to say. 
Yoo can not, yon must not, be the wife of this yoong 
man. I forbid it in the name of the Uving God, idio 
has ghren me a Êtther's heait for yon*** 

^Oh, my masterl** she replied, sorrowfbny^ ^^ask 
me the sacrifice of my Ufe, l^t not that of my love.** 

^I donot ask it, I demand it,'* replied Poipon, 
fiimly. "This lover is accursed. He wiQ be a tor- 
ment and a shame to yoo if yoa do not give him ap 
atonce.**. 

''Dear master,** she said, with a sad and gende 
smile^ ''you hâve often told me that, bot I hâve tiied 
in vain to obey yoo. Yoo hâte this poor childr Yoo 
do not know him, and I am sure that yoo wiQ change 
yoor mind aboot him.** 

''Consodo/* said the maestro^ more forcîbly, ''I 
hâve made vain objections and useless waininga^ I 
knoir. I spoke to yoo as an artist. to an artis^ and 
I saw only an artist in yoor betrothed. To-day I 
speak as a man of a man, and I speak to yoo as a 
womam This woman has given her k>ve l»dly, âiat 
man is onworthy of it, and he who telb yoo so is 
certain.** . . 

'^P God 1 Anzoleto onworthy of my kve? He^ 
my only love, my protector, my brother? Ah, yoo 
do not know how he has hdped me, and how he has 
respected me aU my life I Imost tell yoo 1.** 
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Then Consaelo toM tbe talc of her life and of her 
love, which wete bat one. FOcpora was moved, bol 
noC thakeiL 

<< In ail this," he nid, **I aee nothing bat yoor in- 
nocence, yoor fidelity, your virtoe. As for him, I see 
the need that he bas bad of yoar sodety and yoor 
teaching» to which, whatever 70a ma j thihk, I know 
that he owes what little he bas leamed, wbat Uttle he 
is worth. But none the kst is it trne that this loveiv 
so chaste and so pore, is the ^>oit of ail the kst 
women of Venîce ! *• 

*'Take care what yoo say t^ repCed Consaelo in a 
ttifled voice ; ^ I am accastomed to beliere in yoa as 
in God, my master 1 But in what concerna Ansoleto^ 
I am determined to dose my ears and my heart 
against yoo* Ah, let me leave yoo 1 '' she said, tr3ring 
to remove her arm firom hh; '^ yoo are killing me 1 ^ 

'* I wish to kill your Êttal passion, and by die tnith 
to restore you to life," he said, presângber arm against 
bis generous and indignant breast. ** I know that I 
am rough, Consaeb. I know not bow to be other- 
wise ; and it is because of that that I bave put off as 
long as I could the blowl bave to give yoo. I hoped 
that you would open your eyes, that yoo woold under- 
stand what is going on about yoo; bot instead of 
leaming by expérience, yoo are phmging blindly into 
the abyss. I cannot let you fall 1 Yoo are the only 
créature that I bave esteemed for ten yeais. Yoo 
shall not perish — no^ yoo sball not ! *' - 
, ««Bat, my firiend, I am not in danger. Do yoo 
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think that I am Ijîng when I swear to yoa by aU that 
is holy, that I hâve kept the oath I took at my 
mother^s death-bed? Anzoleto has kept it, toa I 
am not his wife yet, bat I am not his mistreas.'' 

** But if he says a word, you wiQ be the one or the 
other." ■■•. \- *•"'-••■ r . ■ -' 

'' My mother herself made us proimse it** 
' ''And yet you were coming this evening to'fiifil thb 
man who will not and can not be your husband? ** 

««WhotoM youfo?** 

«* Would CoriUa evcr permit him "— ' 

** Cprim? What has he to do with CoriUa?'' 

"We are only a step firom her house — you are 
looUng for your betrothed 1 — let us go findhim there 1 
Do you fed brave enou|^?'' J 

"No, no! a thousand times» nol" repfied Con- 
suelo^ staggering and leaning against the walL 
''Leave mé my fife, my masterl Do not kiU me 
before I hâve lived 1 I tell you that you are kiO- 
ing me.** :*..-.* 

''You must drink of this cùp,'' said the inexorable 
old man. "I fin hère the rôle of fate. ' Having only 
made people ungratefol and consequendy unhappy 
by my tendemess and kindness^ I must tell the truth 
to those I love. It is the only good that can be done 
by a heart dried up by misfortune and hardened by 
sufiering. I-pity you, my poor giri, for not having a 
more tender and humane fnend to support you in this 
dreadful crisis. But as I am, must Idéal with other% 
and revealbya flash of lightnhifc rince Icannotvhrify 
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\ff sunli^ Tberefi>re, C<»isiieIo^ let tbeie be no 
weakness between ut. Come to dûs palace. I widi 
70a to saprise yoor betrothed in Corilla's annt. If 
jmcannotwalk^IwOI dngTOVL If jcm &II, I wiU 
cany yon. Ah 1 oM Pùrpora is sdU strong wfaen tbe 
fire of divine aqger borna in his Teins 1 ^ 

^ Uticj, meiqr 1 '* cried C<»isiielo^ more pak tban 
death. ««Letmesdn doubtl Give me 00e daj, — 
one dajT more to believe in him 1 I am not ready for 
this torture "^ r— • 

*<No^ not aday, not anbourl'* he replied in an 
inflexible tone ; ** for I shaD never find iagain this 
hoor tolaythe truthbeforeyoureyes; and theinfii- 
mous wretch would emjdoy the day for which you ask- 
to place you again beneath the yoke of his fidsdiood. 
You shall come with me — I command it 1 ** 

"Ye%, I wid go with you 1 ** saîd Consudo^ recofer- 
ing her strength by a violent revulsicm of love» ** I 
will go with you to prove your injustice and die truth 
of my betrothed ; for you are outrageously misTalren, 
and you wish me to be mistaken with you 1 Go on» 
then» butcher that you are 1 I foDow you, and fear 
nothing!'* 

Porpora took her at her word, and, seiung her arm 
in his iron grasp, drew her into the house in whidi he 
lived. After kading her throug^ passages and uf 
stairwaysy he brought her out on an upper terraoe^ 
from which Corilla's palace coukl be seen. It was 
dark from top to bottom, ezcept for a sing^ window, 
which seemed to be mvisiUe from aQ pdnts. A bal- 
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cony jshut it eut from beùeath^ Iheit was notbing on 
a level, and àbove it, only the nxtf of Pbrpora's hoase^ 
which fàceà so that it cUd not appear that any jone 
coald look firom it into the cantatrioe's palace^ $ut 
Corflla did not know that there was a recest in the 
angle of this roo( a sort ôf niche in mid-alr, where 
tfae maestro came nighây^ from an artistic. capnc^ to 
escape from his fenow-men, to gaze at the stai^-iu^ 
to ponder over sacred and diamadc thèmes. Chance 
had thus made him discover the mysteiy of Anc(deto'9 
love affair, and Consuelo hâd only to look in the 
direction in whidi he pointed to see ber betiptbed .in 
the arma of her rivaL She tumed away quicUy, jand 
Poipora, who, fearing the dizziness of despair, had 
lield her ^th superhuman strengtht ,led her. bdovr, 
and bronght her into his study, wbose door.and .wiQ- 
<loir he dosed, that he mig^ biuy. in miyrteiy the 
.ei|do8ion which he Ibresaw. . r. vr! :: , ' ..d . . :i 
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CHAFTER XX. 

But there was do explcâon. Consuelo remained 
sDcnt and crushed. Fôrpora spoke to her. She dkl 
not reply, bat motUmed to him not to question her. 
Then she rose» went to the davichoid and drained a 
pitcher of ked water whidi stood upoQ it, and tben 
sat down befbre the master withoat a woid. 

Tbe stem old n^ui cookl not comprebend tbe 
depth of her suffeiiQg. 

«'Well,'' he said» '^^ l decdve yoa? AVhat do 
70a intend to do now? ** 

A punM shudder sbook the statae, and after pasi» 
ing her hand overher brow^tfie said, ** I do notinteni 
to do anything vntS I can nnderstand yrbsit has hap> 
penedtome.'' 

*< And what is ,theie left to understand? " 

''Eveiythingl For I can nnderstand nothing^ and 
I am trying in vain to find a cause for m y misfortime. 
What hâve I done to Anzoleto that he no longer loves 
me? What &nlt hâve I committed to render me 
contempdble in his eyes? Yon cannot tell me^ fior I» 
who can read mj own conscience, see nothing there 
iriiich gives me the key to this mysteiy. Oh, it is an 
inconceivaUe marvd 1 My mother believed in the 
power of philters; is CoriDa a witch?" 

*< F6or child 1 '* yaid the maestro^ <« there i% indeed; 
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a magîcian hère, but it is caDed Vanity, and a poison, 
but it is called Envy. Corîlla conld *pour it oat, but 
it was not she who made his heart se ready to receive 
it There was poison alieady in Anzoleto*s veins. 
One dose more has made a traitor of him, from the 
deceiver that he always was; he has always been un> 
grateful ; it made him nnfidthiuL*'. 

*« What vanîty? what envy?" 

"Vanity to suqpass ail othen^ envyat being sor- 
passed by yott." 

** Is it possible? Can aman be jealoos of a woman*s 
advantages? Can a lover hâte the success of her he 
loves? There seem to be many things wUch I do 
not know and cannot undeistand."* 

** You never wîll ; but you wîll see them cvcry hour 
of your life, You will know that aman can be Jealous 
of the advantages of a woman when that man is a 
vain artîsty and that a lover can hâte the success of 
her he loves when the world they Eve in b the stage. 
For an actor is not a man, Consudo^ he is a woman. 
He only lives upon a siddy vanity ; he works only to 
get drunk upon vanity. A woman*s beauty injures 
him. A woman*s talent edipses or rivais his own. A 
woman is his rival, or rather he is the rival of a 
woman. He has ail the meannesse^ ail the caprices, 
ail the exaction, ail the absuidities^ of a coquette. 
That is the character of most actors. There are 
great exceptions, but they are so rare,so praisewordiy, 
that one should bow before them and honor them 
more than the greatest philosophers. Anzdeto is noi 
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an exception ; he is timply tbe vainett of tbe vain. 
There lies ail tbe secret ofhis coodoct.'* 

** But what an incompréhensible revenge 1 Hov 
poor and insnfBdent 1 In v^uit way can CorîBa com- 
pensate him for Us fiûhire with tbe public? If be 
had told me frankly of bb suffering (ab, it needed 
only a word for that I) I sbookl bave understood bim» 
perbaps; at any rate, I sbookl bave fek sorry for 
bim, and I sbould bave given way to make room 
for bim.** 

** It is tbe nature of envious sonh to bâte peofde in 
proportion to tbe bappiness of wbicb tbey rob tbem. 
And it is tbe nature of love, alas ! to bâte tbe pleas- 
ures wbicb it does not procure for tbe person loved. 
AVhile your lover bâtes tbe public wbidi covers yoo 
witb glory, do yoo not bâte tbe rival wbo now XûtktM 
bimbappy?** 

** No, I do not; and yoo prove to me tbat it woold 
be unwortby and sbamefol to do so."* 

«< Well, it is not revenge and batred witb wbidi I 
wisbed to fiU your breast, but calmness and indifler- 1 ' 

ence. Tbe cbaracter of tbis man dicutes tbe actions ) t- 

of bis life. You can never cbange binu Make up m!I 

your mind to it, and think of youneE'* ï; 



} 



'bf myself ? Tbat i% of myself ak)ne?' Alooe, : Û 

without bope and without a lover? ^ (] 

*<Tbink of music, tbe divine art, Consnelo. Dare y 

you say tbat youjove it only for Ânsdleto^s sake?** 

^ I bave loved tbe art for its own sake, too^ bot I 
bave never separated in my mind tboae two indiviâUe 

II 
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things — mylife and AnzoletoY And I donot see 
what part of me will be left to love anything, when 
thç necessaiy hàlf of my life bas been taken away.*' 

** Anzoleto was only an idea for you^ and that idea 
gave yoa life. You wiU replace him by another kle% 
giander, purer, more vivifying. Your soûl, your gen^ 
tusy your whole being» will no longer be at the mercy 
of a fragile, decdtfol form. You will see the sublime 
idéal, freed from this earthly veiL You will wing your 
fli^t into heaven, and live in sacred wedlock with 
God himseli:'* 

''You wish me to become a nun, as you advised me 
formerly?" 

''No; tfaat would be to limit the exercise of your 
artistic feculties to a sin^^e schobl, and you-should 
embrace them àlL Whatevcr you do or wherever you 
are, on the stage as in the doister, you Càn be a sainte 
a heavenly virgin, the betrothed of a sacred ideaL'* 

"What you say. présents a sublime thought, envet- 
oped in mysterious figures. Let me go home, my 
master. I need to collect and tô study mysel£** 

"That is it, Consuelo ; you need to know youiselC 
Thus iar you hâve under-estimated yourself, and given 
your heart and your future to one who is your inferior 
in every respect. You hâve mistaken your destiny, 
because you hâve not seen that you were bom with- 
out an equal, and consequently without any possible 
companion in this woïkL You need absolute solitude 
and liberty. I would hâve for you ndther hu&band 
nor iamïly, nor passons nor ties of any sort It is 
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thils that I hâte alwayi Uioog)it of yoorlife aiyl un- 
dentoodyour future. Tlie day that jfoa give yoondf 
to a mortal, you will k»c your divinity. Alv if only 
Mingotti or Mdteni» my Olustrioos pupOs» my mighty 
creationi^ had been wOling to listen to me, they would 
bave lived without rivalp 1 But woiBan b wêdc and 
inquisîdve ; ranity blinda her. Tain desiies agitate her, 
a iancy cames her away. They satisfied their curioa- 
ity — bu^ wfaat did they receive in retuni? StcHrmSi 
weariness, the loas or the détérioration of their geniui ! 
Would you not be more than they, Consuelo? Will 
you not hâve an ambition superior to ail the fidae 
needf of this life?. WOl you not drive out the vain 
longings of your h<art, that you may grasp tHe npUest 
crown that genius has ever had for an auréole?'* .. 

Porpora went on speaking for a k»ig whife, butjirbh •' 

an ^ergy and an éloquence which IcouMneveriepio- ^j 

duce^ Consuelo listened with her head beat and her . I 

eyes fixed on the groundt When fae had finished, shjs \ 

replijbd, " Master, your ideas are exalted, but I am not { 

great enoi^ to understand you. It seems to me that j 

you outrage human nature by proscribing its noblest j] 

passions.. It seems to mç that you wodd stifle the ^r 

instincts which God himself has given us^ to ddfy a v 

monstrofos and crud selfishness. Periups I shouU u 

coQ^rehend you.better if I were a better Christian. \ 

I win try to become one; that is aD I can pcombe .j 

WW 1^ ... ' 

She rose, cala\ in appearançe, but inwanDy a prey 
to frightfiil agitation* 'Y\^ gfea( and austère artîst 
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accbmpanied her home^ uiiging his views upon her, 
withoat being able to convince her* NeverthdesSy he 
4id her good by opening before her mind a vast fidd 
of deep and serions meditEidonsI amid which Anzo* 
leto*s crime appeared bat as a single fiurty senring as a 
sad bat solemn introduction to endless rêveries. * She 
passed houis in praying» weeping and reflecdng^ and 
then went to sleep^ fuU of the consdoiisness of her 
own yiitae and of trust in a merdful and protecting 
God, . '....., 

Thé next day Poipora came to teU her that thère 
would be a rehearsal of ** IpermneStra'* for Stefânini^ 
who was to take the tenor's part Anzoleto wâs ill 
in bed, and complained that he hâd lost his voice. 
Consuelo's first thought was to hurry to him to take 
careof hînu' ' ^ 

''Yoa may savé yourself the trouble,^ sidd Por- 
pora; ^hé is perfecdy well, as the theatre*s phyridaa 
knowsy and he will^ nd ^doubt, go to see CoriUa this 
evening. But Count Zustiniani; who understood' very 
weU what it aD meant/and idio consents to the postr 
ponement of his appearance withoat much regret, for- 
badè the doctor to unmask the déception, and has 
begged Ste&nini toreturn to thé stage fora fewdays.** 

*^ Bat, good heavens ! what dôes Anzoleto intend to 
do? Is he 80 discôuraged that lie intebds to leave 
the stage?" ' ' " '' " '• '•'' ' ••"•■-'■• "^ ' > :"■ '""■•' T 

^ Yes^ the stage of San-SamueL He is going^ to 
France with CoriOa within a mooth. Does that sui^ 
prise yoa? He is fleeing from under the shadow 
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wfakh yoa cast opon him. He is pladng his &te in 
tbe haiids of a kfs dangerout woman» wfaom he will 
betiay in her tnrn when he no longer needi her.** 

Consuelo toined pale and placêd herhand overber 
breaking heart Perhapt she had hoped to bring 
Anzokto back by reproaching him gendy with hh 
fiuilty and by offering to poatpone her own appeârance. 
This news was the cnielest Uow of aD to her, and 
she coaidnot realize thaï she would never again see 
him whom she had so deaily loyed. • 

<«Ah^ it is an a bad dream,'* she exdaimed; **! 
must go and find him, and bave him eiqdain it to [y 

me. He must not go away with this woman ;it would \ 

be his ruin. I cannol let him do it. I will make - j* 

him perceive his real interest, if it is tnie that he no i I l 

longer cares fior anything ebè. Come with me^ dear \ ) 

master, letnsnotgivehimnpthtisl** | ( 

«I wîn give you up^ and forever,** cricd the indig- \ v 

nant Fùrpora, ** if you are guilty of so cowardly an | V,| 

act 1 You, to implore this wretch, and to strive for i , • 

him with such a créature as Corilla. Ah ! SL CecOia, ! |] 

beware of your Bohemian blood, and try to get tbe 
better of your Mind and vagabond instincts I .Come, '[Jl 

ioDow me 1 They are waiting for you to rehearse. 
You win, in spite of yoursel^ bave a certain pleasnre 
thisevening in singing'with a master like StefiminL' 
You Win meet a leamed, modest and generous arâst** 

He dnigged her to the theatr^ ami then, for aie 
first time, she felt the horror of an artisfs Hfe^ 
boànd to the will of the public compelled to stiflè 



M' 



194 CONSURLOl 

her feelîngs and to trarople het émotions undef foût^ 
that she raight give expresdon to the feelings and 
émotions of another. The rehearsal, then hér toQe^ 
and finally the perfonnance, were an atiodous torture 
to her. Two days later she had to appear.in acomic 
opéra by Galuppi, ** Ardfanfano, re de* mattL^ . Tbe 
woxk had been chosen to please SteCmini, who was 
very droll in it Consiuelo was compelled to stniggle 
to make those laugh whom she had but lâtély made 
weep. She was brilliant, channing, amufdng in the 
highest degree, with death in her souL Tw6 or three 
times sobs rose fipom her heart to her throat, and 
passed off in foiced gayety which would hâve been 
fiôghtfol to any one who could hâve understood it 
When she retumed to her dresdng-room ihe fellin 
convulâons. The public wished to see her again to 
applaud her, and when she delayed, made a frig^tfol 
noise; they threatened to break the benche^ and 
scale the stage. Stefanini went and fetched hei; 
half-dressed, with her hair in disoideri'and pale as 
a s^ost She allowed herself to be dragged^upon 
the stage, and, overwhelmed with an avalanche (rf* 
flowersy she was oUiged to stoop down and pick np 
acrownoflanrels. : . : w .! j 

** Ah, the wild beasts t'* she mlumured, as she wetit 
behind the scène, t» , .... . . j-.:. 

<< My child/* said the <dd singer, «'you. are sufief* 
ing greatly ; but thèse little thingi^'' he added, hand- 
ing a bunch of flowers which he had picked up te 
hér, <*are a powerfol spécifie for ail our iUs,' . YoU 
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will become accustomed to it, and tbe time will come 
wfaen yoa wfll never remember yoar aOmenti or jour 
fatigue unkss they totfpX to croim yoa.** 

** O^ how vain and smaB they are I ^ tfaoâ|^ 
poc» Consuélo. . 'wn 

When she retumed to her dresnng-room^ At 
fidnted literaOy on a bed of fiowen, which thej had 
gathered on the stage and thrown pell-mell on tbê 
SO&. The dresser horried ont to caU a physician. 
Cocmt Zttstiniani remained alone for a feir moments 
mth the beautifol singer, who lay pale and cnished as 
the jasmines which bestrewed her conch. In thîs 
moment of anxie^ and escdtement, Zostiniani lost his 
head, and yielded to a mad impulse to recaO her td 
herKlf by caresses. But his first kiss was hatefid to 
the pure lips of Consuela She recorered sufBdenttf 
to repel it as if it had been the bite of a serpent 

''Ah, îu from me,** she said, writhing in â sort df 
delirium — "fiurfromme love and caresses and soft 
words ! No love, no husband, no lover, no fiunily 1 
My master has said it 1 Liboty, the ideal^ soUtudè^ 
gloryl* - 

She burst into such heart-rendhig sbbs that aie 
count war frightened and threw Imnsdf on his.Uiees 
beside her to try to calitt her. But he conld say 
nothing helplul to tlûs wounded soûl, and his pasaioÉh, 
which had reached its hi^^iest paroxysm, found ei- 
presdcm in spite of him. He understood otiLj too 
well the despair of betiayed love. He gave vdce to 
tbe enthnsiasm of a lover who hopes. Consoelo 
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seemed to listen to him, and mechankany witbdrew 
her hand from hU with a vagae smfle which he took 
for a faint encouragement Some men^ who are fuU 
of tact and pénétration in society, are ridicaloos in 
sodi situations. The phyâcian arrived, and adminis- 
tered a sédative* Then Consaelo was wrapped in 
her doak and carried to her gcmdola._The connt 
went with her, supporting her in his anns» and still 
speaking of his love, and that with a certain éloquence 
which he thou^t must carry conviction. After a 
quarter of an honr, getting no reply, he begged for 
a Word, a kx>k. 

/*To what must I reply?** aaked Consudo, as if 
awakening from a dreanu 

Zustiniani was discouraged at first, but.he tfiought 
that he would never find a better opportunity, and 
that tfiis wounded heart would be more accessiUe 
then than after reflection and reason had retumed to 
her. So he q)oke on, and found the same silence^ 
tfie same préoccupation, only with a sort of instinc- 
tive effort to repd his caresses. When the gondola 
landed, he tried to detain Consudo for a moment 
to obtain a word of encouragement 

"Ah, lord county'Vsaid she, with gentle coldness, 
''pardon my weakness. I hâve not heard aO, but I 
onderstand. Oh, yes^ I understand perfectly I I ask 
ofdy the 1^^ to reflec^ to recover from my émotion. 
To-m(xrow, — yes, to-morrow, -I will answer you 
ftankly.f 

''To-monow, dear Consuelo? It is an âge; but 
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I tabœit if joa aHoir me to bope that at kast mj 
fiiendsUp'' — 

"Oh,yc«,yes! yoa may hopc ! •• saîd Consocks îa 
a strange tone, as she ttepped ashoie; ««but do not 
follow me,** she said» with an imperious gestme, "«if 
you do» joa can hope no more 1 ** 

Shame and indignation had gîven her back her 
strength; but it was a nervooi^ feveridi streogth, 
which vanished in a fri^tful, saidonic lang^ as she 
went up the staiis. 

«^ Yott are very happy, Consaelo,** said». ont of the 
daiknessy a voice which almost stonned her. ^ Let 
me congratulate yon on yoor gayety 1** 

''Ah, yesy" she said, as she* seixed Anz6ieto*s ann 
violently, and hurried on to her room with hiin, ^ I 
thank you, Anzoleto; yon aie right to congratulate 
me, for I am tnily happy ; oh, altogetfaer happy l** . 

Anzoleto had already lij^ted the bunp. When the 
Uuish light feu upcm their distorted (eaturea^ they 
were frightened at one another. 

«^ We are very happy, are we not, Anzoleto?'* she 
asked, Utterly, while her £ice was contoited by. a 
smile which ended in a flood of teais. << What do 
you thinkof ourhappiness?** , 

<< I think, Consuelo^** he replied, with a hard taaik 
and dry eyes, <' that we hâve had some trouble, in . M 

making up our minds to it, but that.we shaU be- 
come accustomed to it in the end.** 

<< You seemed to me quite aôcustomed to CoriDa*É 
boudoir.": . . . - : :J 
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198 CONSUELO 

^ And it appeais to me tbat 70a are quite at home 
in the coont's gondola.^ > . 

''The coont? Then you knew that the coont 
wîshed to make me his mistress?-'* 

** It was thatl might not interfère with yoa that I 
discreetly kept in the backgnnmd.^ 

'^Âh, you knew it? And yoa chose that very time 
to abandon me?** :? "— 

''Did l not do wisely, and are you not satisfied 
with yonr lot? The count is magnificently gênerons^ 
and a poor, unsuccessful débutant could never cope 
withUm." 

** Porpora was right ; yoa are an infamous creatore I 
Out of my room I ' You do not deserve that I shoold 
jastify mysel^ and I shoold défile myself by a regret 
for yoa 1 Oat, I say ! But first know tM yo9 c» 
retum to San-Samud with CoriDa. Never again wiU 
my mother's daughter set foot on those yile bpaids 
whîch they call a stage 1 **. 

''Then the daughter of your mother the zingara is 
to play fine lady in Zustiniani*s villa on the shores 
of the Brenta? It wiU be a noUe life, and I rej<nce 
atiti'ï'"'- . - 

" Oh, my mother ! " saîd Consuèlo, tuming to the 
bed and £dling on ha knecs besîde it, with her &ce 
pressed to Ûnt covedet irtiich had been the zipgara's 
winding-sheetr' 

Anzoleto was terrified and shocked by thb ener- 
gedc movement and the terrible tobs which rose fix>m 
Consuelo*s breast. Remorse was knocking loudly at 
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his own, and he went to his friend, to take her in hb 

armt and laise ber up. But ahe roie of heneli^ and ' 

pushing him away with wild stiength, the foiced him 

ont of the door, ciying» ^Oitt of my room, out of my 

heart, ont of my memory, farever I FareweD, fiue» 

wcUr 

Anzoleto had corne to seek her with an atrodoudy 
selfish motive, yet it was the best thong^t that \nt 
coald hâve had. He had not îàl brave enoagh to 
leave her, and he had found a middle course^ which 
was to teU her that her honor was threatened by Zos-. 
dniani's designs, and thos remove ber from the thea-^ 
tre. This resolution was a bornage to the pride and 
poiity of Consuelo. He knew that she was incapable 
ôf remaining in a compiomiâng situation, or cf ao- 
cepting a protection for idiich she would have.to 
blush* In his guilty and corrapted heart there waa 
stiU an nnshakable âdth in her innocence, and he ex* 
pected to find her as chaste, as ÊdthfuI, and as devoled 
as he had left her a few days before. Bat how recon* 
die this adoration of her with the settled desgn of 
deceiving her, and remaining her friend, her betrothed, 
without breaking with CoriOa? Her he wished to r^ 
tum to the stage with him, and he could not think of 
leai^ her at the moment his SQCcess woold dépend 
whoDy on her, Yet stiO this bold bat cowardly plan 

had taken shape in his brain, and he had treated ) 

Consuelo as ItaUan women treaft their Madonnas^ 
whose protection they implore in the hour of repent- 
ance, but whose &ces they veil in the hour of gmlt . 
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When he saw her at the théâtre, so brilliant aix}. 

apparently so gay in her comic rôle» he began to iear 

that he had lost too much time in carrying oat Us 

/ \\ plan. When he saw her retum in the coont's gon*. 

dola, and corne in with a convulsive laugh, not tinderr 
standing the distress of this distracted héart, he 
thought that he was too late, and his rage got the 
better of him* But when he saw her repèl~his insolts 
and drive him away with contempt, he was seized with 
minj^ed respect and dread, and he waited near for a 
long while» hoping that she would call him back. ^ Ue 
,i evenventuredtoknock and implore her pardon through 

' i|, the dosed door. Bat a profound silence reigned. ii^ 

this room, whose threshold he was never to cross again 
in Consaelo's companj. He went away, confiised and 
angry, detenmned to retum on the morrow, and flatter-, 
ing himself that he would be better received. '' Afkef 
ail,*' he thought, "my plan must succeed. She knows 
of the count*s love, and the work is half d<me«'V * ;,^ 
Overwhelmed with &tigue, he slept late, and in the 
aftemoon went to viat Corilla. 

''Great news 1 '* she said, holding ont her arms to 
\ hini,<'Consudoisgbnel'* . ) . . • ' 

i; «*Gone? with whom, great heavensl wherc??;.,,: 

<\ ^To "N^enna, where Forpora has sent her to wait 



y 









for him* She has deceived us aO, the litde cheatl 
She was engaged for the emperor's théâtre, where 
Porpora is to bring out his new opéra.** ; 

''Gone! gone iwithout a word to mel,". cried 
Anzokto^ hurrying to the door. 
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<«0h, joa need not look for her in Venice 1 ** sidd { 

CoriOa, with an evQ Itti^ and a look of triomph, 1 

j **ihe embarked for Fidestrina at daybreak, and b > 

j already a long way on tfae mainland. Zostiniani, 

l wbo tfaon^ she lored him» and was deceived, is 

\ forioua. He b in bed with a fever. Bat he has just j 

\ sent me P6ipora» to beg me to ting thtt evening, and 

\ Srrfaninij wfao is dred of the théâtre and anxioos to ! 

go and enjoy his weD-eamed repose in his coontiy- 
house» is eager to havejoa go on with yoor perform- 
ances. Sobeready tosing'Ipermnéstra* to-monow I 
nij^t lamgoing torehearsal; theyare waitingfar 
me* If yon do not believe me, joà can take a tom 
in the dty and ômvince joorselfl^: ' ^ ! 

<< Ah, you ftiryr* cried Anzoleto, ^yoa hâve won, 
bat yoa hâve destroyedmyUfel?'.- • ? ' • *i ; ... \ 

And he feU fidnting to Ihe flooc» ,: 
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I ... ÇHAPTER XXL 

\ Thb person most embarrassèd by Consudo's flight 

t was Count ZustinianL After caimng alLYemce to 

I say and believe that the marvellous singer was hb fit- 

f vorite, how was he to explain in a manner (lattering to 

] his vanity the fiu:t that at his fiist words of love she 

; '\ had escaped swifUy and mysteriously from hb hopes 

I j^ and désires? It was thought by some that, jealous of 

I , his treasore, he had hidden her in one of his countiy- 

hooses. But when Porpora told, wîth his well-known 
trnthfnhiess» how his pupil had determined to go and 
I f " wait for him in Germany, nothing was left but to seek 

j ' the motive of this strange résolution. To deceive the 

! ; " public, Count Zustiniani pretended to be neithèr angiy 

^ ;, nor surprised ; but hb annoyance was évident in spite 

; , of himself, and people ceased to crédit him widi a 

I ' good fortune for which he had been so much envied* 

The greater part of the truth became dear to eveiy 
<me ; that b to say, Anzoleto's fidthlessness» CoriDa's 
rivalry, and the despair of the poor Spaniard, whom 
they began to pity and regret 

Anzoleto's first impulse was torush to Porpora; but 
the old man stemly repulsed hinu 
I , ''Cease to question me,'* the indignant master had 

replied; "heartless, fidthless, ambitions as you are, 
t ;, you never deserved the love of thb noUe gii), and 
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jOQshâDiieverlemrafiomiiie whereshehasgone. I 
will do my best to prevent joor getting on her tnck, 
tnd I hope that if yott mect her lomc day bjr chance, 
jour image wiU be completely efiaced firom her heait 
and her memory.** 

Fiom Fbrpora's honse, Anzokto went to the Coite 
MinellL He fbond Consiielo*s room already given iip 
to a new occupant, and littered with materiab of bis 
trade« He was a glass-blower who had long Uved in I t 

the honse, and who was gayly QKmng in hb toob. • '1 

*«Ah, hal Is it yon, mylad?** he said to the l 

yoong ténor. ** Yon hâve corne to see me in my new ^ 

ihop? I shall be very comforuble heie, and my i 

wife b deligfated to bave room to lodge aO the diil« 
dren downstain. What are yoa looking for? Hat 
Consado foigotten anything? Look, my lad, lookl 
I do not mînd.** ' 

** Where is her fomituie?** asked Anzoleto, deeply 
moYed, and eut to the heart at no longer finding a 
trace of Consudo in this place, consecrated by the 
porest pleasores of bis whole past life. 

** Her fumitore is down in the court. She gare it 
to Mother Agatha, and she did wdL The old woman 
is poor, and it wiU give her a little money, . Oh, 
Consado always had a good heart I She did not 
leave a penny of debts in the Corte, and she made 
a litûe présent to every cme iK^en she left. She took 
nothing bat her crodfiz. Bot her departnre was 
strange, — to go in the middle of the nij^t widxmt 
tdUng any one* Maestro Forpora came hère thit 
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moming to setde aO her afiain; h was lîke canying 
out a wilL It griered aU the ndghbon ; but, after 
ail, they were consoled by thînkîng that she had, no 
doubty gone to live in a handsome palace on the 
\ Canaletto, now that she is rich and a fine lady. I 

j alwajs said that she wonld make her fortune with her 

j voice. She worked so haid 1 And when is the wed* 

I dingtobe, Anzoleto? I hope that yon will buy me 

* ~ something to make little i»esents to the young ^rb 

m the quarter/' 
^ Yesy yes 1 ^ said Anxc^eto^ quite dazed. 
. ' He went down, and in the yaid saw aU the old 

j women of the nei^boifaood biddîng on Consudo's 

I table and bed, — the bed on which he had seen her 

.( asleep, the taUe at which he had watched her work I 

: - ''O God! nothingleftof herakeadyr* he cried, 

wringing his hands. He fdt like poniarding Corilla. 
Three days later he reappeaied at the théâtre with 
^1 Corilla. Both were ootrageously hissed, and they had 

to lower the curtain without finishing the pièce. An- 
zoleto was forious, and CorillacalnL 

''Thisb what yoor protection is worth 1 ** he cried, 
threateningly, when they were akme together. 

** You are disturbed 6x vtiy Utûe, my poor boy,** 
rcplied the prima donna veiy nnconcemedly ; ''it is 
dear that yoo do not know die puUic, and that yon 
hâve never fiiced its ill-temper. I was so weli pre* 
pared for this evenîng*s Êilure that I did not take the 
trouble to read over my part, and I did not tell yon 
'iriiatwas going to luqypen only because I knewthat 
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yoa wonld not bave tfae courage to go on tfae stage 
with the certaintj of being hissed. Noir yoa may as 
well know whal is stDl awaiting us. The next time 
wediaUbe evenwoiaetreated. Tbiee^ firar, six, eig^ 
perfonnances» peiliap% wiU be like this; but doring 
thèse stonns an opposition wfll arise in oor finror. If 
we were the vilest stroQers in the woild, the qririt \ 

of contradiction and independence wonld still create \ 

partisans for ns. Thereare somany people whothink | 

they give themselves importance by abosing artists^ l 

that there are others who think they make themsehes l| 

important by protecting thenu After a doxen trial% V; 

during which the théâtre will be a battkfield between \ 

hisses and applause, the angry wiD get weaiy, the ob- - ' [ 

stinate wiU solk, and we shall enter on a new phase. j ) 

That portion of the public- idiich has sustained us [ 

without knowing exactly iK^y wiU Esten to us cokDy | 

enough ; it will be like a new début fiv us^ and then, h I 

thank Heaven 1 it will be our business to warm up the - ,| 

audience and remain mastersof the fidd. Icanpre- - *^^ 

dict a great success ibr you thei^ Anxc^eto^ for the 
speU which has latdy been over yon wiU be broken. 
You will breathe an atmosphère ofpraise and encour- 
agement which must give you back your power.^ Re- 
member the efiect you pioduced at the TuMiniani 
palace the first time yon sang there. You did not 
hâve time to folbw up your victoiy; a more brillianl 
star came to éclipse you. But this star has sunk 
again beneath the horizon, and yon must prqiare to 
mount the empyrean with me." 
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Evexything happened as Corflla had piedicted, 

The public, it b tru^ made the loyers pay heavOy for 

the loss it had sustsdned in tfae person of Consuelo. 

But their courage in fadng the tempest wore out an 

1 anger which was too noî^ to be lasting. The count 

encouraged Corilla's efforts. As for Anzoleto^ after 
trying in vain to attract a first ténor to Yemce so late 
' in the season, when aU the engagements were made in 
the principal théâtres of Europe, the count submitted 
to the inévitable, and accepted the young ténor as his 
champion in the strugg^e which b^an between the 
public and the management of his théâtre. The San* 
Samuel had had too brilliant a success to be seriously 
injured by the loss of a single ânger. Nothing of the 
kind could overthrov the estabtished £abits of the 
public AH the boxes were rented for the season; 
The ladies entertained their friends and chatted theiê 
as usuaL The true dDettanti sulked for a while, but 
their number was too small for them to be noticed. 

, i Bendes, they got tired of being iU-tempered, and one 

fine evening Corill\ who had sui^ with passion, was 
unanimously recalled. She appesored, leading Anzo- 
kto, who had not been caDed at ail, but who seemed 
to yield to a gentle violence with a modest and timid 

^ air. He received his share of Uie applause^ and the 

next day was himself recalled. flnaUy, before a 
month was gone, Consnelo was dean fois^)tten, like a 

,' flash of li^tning which shoots athwart a summer sky. 

Corilla was as enthuâastically applauded as of old, and 
perhaps deserved it bettôr, for émulation had given 

'» . . 
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ber more siHrit and earnettncw» and loft aomedmet 
inspircd ber with a truer feding. As for Anz6let<^ 
altbough he had not lost his Cuilts» he had sncceeded 
in displaying bis unquestionable mérita. The poUic 
had become accustomed to the one and admiied die 
other. His rhfp^'ftg person fiiicinated the women, 
who fouj^t for bim in drawing-room% and this ail the 
more that Corilla's jealousy knt a qHceto the coqnel- 
ries of which he was the object. Clorinda had abo i 

devdoped ber attractions at the théâtre ; that b to 
say, ber heavy beauty and the sensnal indifférence of 
a stupîdity which was without equal, but not withont 

charm for some of the spectators. Zostiniani had I 

covered ber with diamonds, and was nrging ber for - t 

the principal rôles, hoping that she might suoceed V 

CoriUa» who had made a definite engagement with |^^ 

.Paris for the following season. . . • 1 1 

Corilla was indiffèrent to tbisrivaby, from which she • ' ^ 

had nothing to fiear, either in the présent or in the 
future; and she even took a malicioos {deasore bk 
showing off the coldly impudent incapadty of Clo- 
rinda, which dared everything. Consequently, the two 
women lived together amicaUy enougb, and rukd tbe 
management with a rod of ircm* Tbey thmst aside 
ail really good scores, and revenged themsebres on 
Porpora by refosing bb opéras and bypatrcmizing and 
winning success for bb meanest rivab. Tbey nnited 
to injure those who displeased them,.and to pcotect 
those who bumUed themsehres befoie their power. 
Tbanks to them, the works of the décadence were 
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applauded that year in Venice, and peopk foxgot that 
true, great music had once reigned theie. 

In the midst of his success and his prosperity (for 
tfae count had made a libéral engagement with hLm) 

) Anzoleto was overwhelmed \fj a profoond disgusl, and 

was sinking iinder the weight of his good fortune. 
Spoiled and corrupted by Corilla, he had-begon to 
tum against her the feelings of selfishness and ingrat- 
itude with which she had inspired him against the 
world at laige* There remained in his heart but onè 
true and irrésistible pure sentiment, — the indestructi- 
Ue love whidi, in spite of his vices, he fdt for Con^ 
suelo. He could foiget it, thanks to the levitj of his 
nature, but he could not be cured of it, and it came 
back to him like a remorse in his guiltiesf moments. 

;j Fhmging into the wildest dissipation,' he appeared 

. to be striving to stifle every memory of the past 

'/ But in the midst of this dissipation a spectre seemed 

'1 to dog his footsteps, and great sobs would rise from 

;,', ^ his breast as he passed at night with his noisy com* 

panions beside the sombre walls of the Corte MineUL 

Corilla, who had been long subjugated by his harsh 

treatment, and who, like ail base soula^ loved in pro- 

\ portion to the contempt and abuse which she received, 

began at last to weary of this &tal passion. She had 
hoped tosubdue and enchain his wandering fiuiqr, and 

ij labored eamestly to this end, sacrifidng everything to 

it When she found that she could not succeed, she 

j bq;anto hâte him, and toseek amusement with others. 

,' One evening, as Anzoleto was drifting about in a 

1* 
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gondob with Clorinda» be saw another baik gUding 
swifUy by, as if to tome secret ^>pomtineiit Hepaid 
little atteotion to it, bat Clorinda, who was alwajs oa 
the watcb, saîd, — 

«^ Let us go more dowlj. It is the coant's gondola; 
I recognized the boatman.** 

<< In tbat case» let us go ftster. I shoakl Hke to 
catch up with him, and see who is with him this 
evening.'' 

**No, no, let us go backl'* exdaimed Clorinda. 
'< His eye is so sharp^ and his ear so acate 1 Let us 
not disturb him.** 

** Go aster, I say 1 '* cried Anzoleto to his gondo- 
lier. ^ I with to catch that boat ahead of us.** 

It was the work of a moment The two boats 
tooched each other, and Anzoleto heard a half-stifled 
langh from the coant's gondola. 

<<Good 1 " said he, '<it is CoriOa, taking a sail with 
thecoant** 

As he spoke» Anzoleto sprang to the bow of his 
boat, took the oar from his gondolier, and .foUowing 
swifUy after the other gondol% canj^t up with it, and 
brushed against it anew, and, whether he heard his 
name amid Corilla's laughter, or iK^ether a sudden fit 
of madness seized him, he began to say aload, — 

'' Dear Qonnda, yoo are without question the most 
beautiful and the best beloved of ail women 1 ** 

'' I was just saying the same thing to CoriOa,** said 
the count, coming out of his cabin with an eaqrgrac^ 
and stepping towards the other boat; ''and now tbat 
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our excursions are over, we mi^t make an exchange, 
like honest men who deal in goods of equal value.'* 

'' You do justice to my integrîty, lord count," said 
Anzoleto^ in the same tone. ''If joa wiU allow me^I 
will offer you my ann to corne and take your ôwn 
property.** 

The count stretched out his arm to leân on Anzo- 
leto, when the ténor, mad with hatred and furious with 
rage, sprang with ail his might on the count's gondola, 
and swamped the firailbaïkashe exdaimed savagely, — 

''Mistress for mistress^ connt^ and gondola for 
gondola ! " 

Then, abandoning his visitors to their &te, and leas- 
ing Clorinda to take the conséquences of the adven- 
ture, he swam to the nearest bank, hastcned throu^ 
the dark and winding streets to his lodging, and 
changed his dothes in the twinkling of an eye. Tak- 
ing an the money he had, he sprang into the first boat 
which was to sail, and speeding towards Trieste, he 
snapped his fingers triumphantly as he saw the towers 
and dômes of Venice sink beneath the waves, under 
the rays of the riâng Sun* 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

On the western spor of the CarpatMan MounUins» 
which sepaiates Bohemia from Bavaria, and irfiich b 
known in those coontries as the Boehmerwald, there 
stood, a hondred yeais ago» a vast old manor caOed 
from some tradition, I know not what, the Castle of 
the'Giants. Althoùgh from a distance it had the i^ 
pearance of an andent fortress, it was no more than 
a coontry-house^ decoiated within in the dignified» 
though even then somewhat antiqaatedy style of Louis 
XIV. Thé fendal architecture of its exterior had abo 
undeigone some pleasing modifications in the part of 
the building occupied by the Lords of Rudobtadt, the 
masters of the domain. 

TUs frunOy, which was of Bohemian origin, had 
Germanized its name when it abjured the reformed 
religion at the most tragic period of the Thirty Yearsf 
War. A noble and valiant ancestor, an inflexible Prot- 
estant, had been butchered on the neij^boring moun* 
tain by a fimatic soldiery. His widow, who> was of 
a Saxon £unily, saved the fortune and the lives of her 
little children by dedaring herself a Catholic, and by 
intrusdng the éducation of the heirs of Rudobtadl 
to the Jesuits. Two générations later, when Bdiemia 
lay silent and crushed, when the Austrian power was 
firn4y established, and the glpries and the misfortunes 
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of the Refonnation weie forgotten, at least in appear- 
ance, the Lords of Rudolstadt modesdy practised the 
Christian virtues» professed the Roman Ëdth, and liyed 
on their estâtes with sumptuous simpUcity, like good 
aristocrats and &ithful senrants of Maria Theresa. 
They had amply proved their bravery in the service 
of the Emperor Charies VL But peoplê were sur- 
prised that the last of this illustrious and valiant race, 
the yonng Albert, had not taken np arms in the 
War of Succession, which had just ended, and that he 
had reached the âge of thirty withont seeking other 
distinction than was afforded by hb birth and his 
fortune. This strange conduct had caused the Rudol- 
stadts to be suspected by their sovereigns of complic- 
ity with their enenûes. But Count Christian; having 
the honor to receive the empress in his castle, had 
given her such an explanation of his son's conduct as 
had seemed to satisfy her. A singular mystery hung 
over this rdigious and charitable Êunfly, which for ten 
years had had no constant visitor ; which no business, 
no pleasure, no political exdtement, could draw from 
\ ^ its estâtes; which paid its war subddies generously 

and uncomplainingly, but without showing any con- 
cem for the public dangers or misfortunes; which, in 
short, seemed no longer to live the same life as other 
nobles, and vriiich was distmsted by them, although 
its outward acts had consisted only of good and noble 
deeds. Not knowing to what to attribute thisre* 
served and retired life, people accused the Rudolstadts 
sometimes of misantbxopy^ sometimes of avarice; but 
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as their coodoct gave the Be to thèse imputations» 
people weie rednced to charging them simpljr with 
excessive apathjr and indiflerence. Thejr said that 
Coant Christian did not wish to risk the Hfe of his 
ooly son, the last of his name» in thèse dangeroos 
waxs» and that the empress had accepted, in exchange 
for his military services^ a som of money suflSdent to 
equip a régiment of hussars» The noble dames who 
had marriageahle danghters said that the coont had 
done wisely ; but when they leamed of his design to 
many his son in his own fiunQy, by giving him the 
dan^ter of the Banm Frederick, his brother, and 
when they knew that the yomig Baroness Amelia had 
left the oxivent at Prague in which she had been 
brought up, and had gone to dwdl in the sodety of 
her cousin in the Castle of the Giant% thèse noble 
ladies dedared that the Rudolstadts were a pack of 
wolvea^ each more unsodable and more ferodous than 
the others. A few inccmuptible servants and devoted 
friends al<xie knew the secret of the fiunily, and kept 
itfidthfully. 

This noUe £unily was gathered one evening about 
a taUe loaded with game and those sub8tanti44ûhes 
which stin formed the food of our ancestors in 
Savonic countries at that period, in sf^te of the 
refinements which the court of Louis XV. had intro- 
duced into the cnstoms of a great paît of the aristoc» 
racy of Europe; An immense fireplace, in iriiich 
bumed huge logs of oak, heated the large and sombre 
apartment. Çount Christian had redted alpud the 



\ 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



I ■ Itllt -, :l . 



214 CONSUELO. 

Bénédicte, to which the other members of the âiinfly 
had listen«d standing. Numeroos servants, aU aged 
and grave, in large Turldsh trousers and widi long 
mnstaches, moved solemnly about their honored 
masteis. The chaplain of the castle took his place 
on the right of Count Christian, while hi^ idece, the 
young Baroness Âmelîa, was at the count's left, the 
''âde next his heart,** as he would sometimes say 
with austère and patemal gallantiy. Baron Frederick, 
whom he always called his ** young brother,'* because 
he was barely six^, was opposite him. Hie Canon^ 
ess Wenceslawa, his elder sîster, a vénérable lady of 
seventy, frîghtfully tlûn, and afflicted with an enor- 
nx>as hump, sat at one end of the taUe ; and Count 
Albert, the son of Count Christian, Âmelia's betrothed 
and the last of the Rudolstadts^ came, pale and 
{^my, and sat down with an absent look opposite 
hb noble aùnt 

Of aU thèse silent persons, Albert was certainly thie 
least disposed and the least accustomed to lend ani- 
mation to the others. The chaplain was so devoted 
to his masters and so respectful to the head of the 
fiunily that he hardly ever spoke nnless prompted by 
a look firom Count Christian; and the count was so 
quiet and thougbtful that he sddom felt the need of 
seeking in others a distraction from his own médita- 
tions. 

The character of Baron Frederick was more shal- 
low, and Us tempérament more active, but his mind 
was scarcdy more animated. As gentle and benevo- 
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lent as Yio^ t^otfaer, he had less intelligeiice and en* 
thusasm. He was leligioas firom halnt and a sensé 
of pioprietj. His ooly passtcm was the chase. He 
passed hb days in hcmdng^ and retnmed each even* 
ing^nctweary, — forhe badaninmfiame, — butred, 
ont of breath, and hungiy. He ate for ten, drank 
for thirty, and at dessert brightened up a litUe as he 
tdd how his dog Saphyr had started a har^ hoir 
Fanther had tracked a wol^ or how his fidcon Attila 
had made her flight; and when he had been listened 
to with inexhaostible courtesy, he dozed quietlybe* 
side the fire in a great chair of Uack leather, nntil 
hb daughter told hîm that the honr of retiriog had 
stmck. 

Hie canoness was the nx>st taUcadve of the Êunily. 
She might almost hâve been caUed gamilous^ far 
twîce a week woald she discuss with the chaplain 
for M a qoarter of an hoor the généalogies of 
Bohemian, Hungarian and Saxon iamilieSy which she 
knew bj heart» firom king down to simple gentle- 



V 



As for Coont Albert» the others watched his eveiy 
motion with solemn and fearful attention, as if eadi 
of his gestures were a prophecy, each of his words a 
doom. By a pecoliarity which woold hâve been in» 
explicable to any one who did not know the secrets 
of the hoose, the eyes of masters and servants alike 
were fixed upon him when he spoke, which did noi 
always happen once in fonr-and-twenty hoors. Then 
profound anxie^ and tender and pidnfid solidtnde 
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were expressed on eveiy bxiit^ save tfaat of the young 
Baroness Amelia, who often recdved his words with 
impatience or ridicule, and alone dared to reply to 
them with a iamiliarîtj which was contemptuous or 
playful, as her hnmor prompted* 

This young girl, &ir,.and rather high in color, 
trimlybuilt and animated^wasa Uttle pearl of bean^; 
and when her maid would tell her to to dîssipate her 
ennui, she would reply, '^ Alas ! I am a pearl shut up 
in this dreaiy family as in an ojster, whose sheU 
is thb firightful Castle of the Giants.'* This will be 
enough to show the reader idiat a restless bird was 
confined in this iron cage. 

That evening, the solemn' sOence which weij^ed 
upon the whole fiunily, espedally at the first course 
(for the two old gentlemen, the canoness, and the 
diaplain had a soUdi^ and constanqr of appetite 
which never. Med them), was broken by Count 
Albert 

<<What frîghtful weatherl** said he,with a deep 
sigh. 

The rest looked at each other with surprise, for if 
the weather had become daik and threatening, no 
one could know it, since they had been inside the 
casde for an hour, and the thick oaken shutters were 
dosed. À profi»und stiDness reigned without the cas- 
tle as within, and nothing indicated that a tempest 
was about to bursL 

Stîn, no one thoug^ of contradicting Albert, and 
Amdia akme shrugged her shoulders^ whfle the pky 
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of the forks and the datter of the dishes» dowljr 
changed by the servants» began again after a^ moment 
of anxietjT. 

''Do yoa not hear the howling of the wind thioogh 
the pines of the Boehmerwald, and the roar of the 
torrent?** said Albert, looking fixedly at his fiiUher. 

Connt Christian did not repty. The baron, in a 
condliatory tone, replied^'without rdsing lus eyes from 
the pièce of venison which he was catting with his 
athletic hand as one wonld carve ablock of granité,— 

'^ It is true ; the wind promised rain at sonset^ and 
we may very likely hâve bad weather to-morrow.'' 

Albert smiled with a strange e xp res d on, and ail 
became gloomy again. But five minutes had scarcely 
passed when a terrible gust of wind shook the panes 
of the inmiense Windows, roared savagdy as it beat 
the waters of the moat like a sconrge, and lost itself 
in the heights of the mountain with a moan so sharp 
and so plaintive that ail feces pakd at it except that 
of Count Albert, who smiled with the same undefin- 
able expression as before* 

'^ At this moment,'* he said, ''the storm is bêaring 
a stranger guest to us. You wonld do well. Sir. Chjq>- 
lain, to pray for those who are fimng throuj^ our 
rough mountains amid the raging teippest** 

" Always, and from the bottom of my heart,** said 
thechaplain, ail a-tremUe^ "am I praying for thoae 
who joumey through the rough paths of life, amid the 
tempest of human passions.** 

"Do not answer hhn, chapkûn,** said Am^a, widi- 
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oat regaiding the looks and signs which wamed her 
on eveiy âde not to follow up the conversation. 
**YovL know veij well that my coosin lîkes to tonnent 
people by speakîng in riddles. As for me, I care 
veiy little for the answers to them." 

Cotint Albert appeared to pajr no more attention 
to the sarcasm of his cousin than she pretended to 
pay to his remarks. He leaned his elbôw in his 
plate, iKdiich almost always lay empty before him, and 
gazed fizedly at the damask doth, as if connting its 
figures, although he was absorbed in a sort of ec- 
static xeveij* 



^' iv ' ... 
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A FUKious tempest bùnt doring the supper, whkli 
alwajn lasted two hours, neither more nor lésa» even on 
iast day% which were religioudy observed, but which 
did not rdease the coont firom the yoke of his habit% 
which were as sacied to him as the raies of the Romish 
church* Storms were too fréquent in thèse mountain^ 
and the immense forests which sUn covered their sides 
at this period gave to the noise of the wind and the 
thunder réverbérations and echoes too well known to 
the lords of the castle for an incident of this sort to 

affect them greatly. Still, the extraordinary agitation . I 

which Count Albert showed was shared imroluntariljr \ 

by the rest of the (amily; and the baron» thus dis- 
turbed in the enjoyment of his meal^would hâve been 
somewhat put out if it had been possible for his kindly 
disposition to be raffled even for an instant. He only 
sighed deeply when a fri^^tful crash of thunder» which 
came as the entremets were brought on» frightened 
the carver so that he mangled the boar*s ham which 
he was just cutting. 

''What is done, is dcme»** said he» with a symptp 
thizing smile to the poor carver» who was horrified at 
his mishap. 

«*Yes,my uncle,you are rightl'*cried Count Albert 
in a loud voice» as he rose from his seat; ** what is 
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done is doue. The Hussite is blown dowiL The 
lightmng is consnmîng it, and never again wiU the 
spring dothe it with green.** 

'< What do yoa mean, my sod?'* said the old ccmnt, 
saolj; ''are yoa speaking of the gieat oak of the 
Schreckenstein?*'* 

''Yesy Êither; I mean the great oak, on whose 
branches we hanged more than twenty Augostine 
monks a few weeks ago.** 

«'Nowhebtaking centuries for weeks!** said the 
canoness in a low Toice, as she crossed herselt ^ If 
it is tme, dear child,** she said aload to her nephew, 
''that something which yoa hâve seen in a dream has 
reaUy occorred, ot is about to occar (as has some- 
tîmes happened, carioasly enoagh), we shoald not care 
much for the loss of thîs withered old oak/which^ 
along with the stone which it shades» recaUs tous sach 
painfid memories.*' 

"As for me^** said Amelia, glad of the chance to 
exercise her litde tongae, ** I shoukl be grateful to the 
storm for ridifing os of the sight of this fri^^tfol gal- 
kws^ whose branches are like a skeleton, and whose 
tronk, covered with red mosa^ ahrays seems to be 
sweating blood. I can never pass beneath it in the 
evening withoat shoddering at the soond of the wind 
which moans throogh its leaves like theâghof adying 
man, and I commend my sool to God as I horry by, 
toming away my head.** 

" Amefia,** replied the yoong coont» who for the 

i«*RockorTcfnir.<* Scvcnl places la Bohemlabetf Ibis «hm. 
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fint ttme, peibaps, in many di^ya» had Bstened atten- 
tively to hU cotisiii*s words» <'yoa hâve donc wen noi 
to remain beneath the Hussite as I hâve for honn : 
yes, for whole nights. Yoa woukl hâve teen and 
heard there things which wodd hâve frozen yoa with 
affirighty and which wouM never be effaced fix>m yoor 
memoiy.** I 

««Be sQent!** cried the yoang baione»^ aliifting 
aboat on her chair as if to move awajr from the table 
on which Albert was leaning, ** I cannot nnderstand 
the pleasare which yoa take {n fiightening me when- 
ever yon are pleased to open yoar moath.** 

** Would to Heaven, dear Âmelia,** said old Chris- 
tian, gently, " that it were indeed a pleasure for your 
coodn to say thèse things 1 ** 

** No^ fiuher, I am spealdng veiy seriousty,** replied 
Coont Albert. "The oak of the Rock of Terror is 
orerthrown^ and yoa can send your woodmen to cat 
it np. I wQI plant a cypress in its place, and cal! it, 
not the Hussite, bat the Pénitent, and the Rock of 
Terror shoold long dnce hâve been called the Rock 
of Atonement.** 

''Enough, enoogh, my son!** said the old man, 
inth bitter anguislu ** Put away from yoa thèse sad 
incture% and leave it to God to judge the actions of 
mcn.** 

**The sad pictures hâve disappeared, father. They 
hâve vanished into nothing, along with the instruments 
of torture which the breath of the storm and the fiie 
ofheaven hâve just laid in the dost I see, instead of 
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the skeletons which hung on it, flowers and fruits 
waving in the fareeze, growing on the branches of a 
ne w stem. Instead of the man in black who nîghtly lit 
the pyre, I see a 'miiîte and heavenly soûl, hovering 
over your head and mine. The stonn is breaking, 
the danger is past I Those who are joumejring.are in 
safety, and my soûl b at peace. The period^of ex- 
piation is nearing its end. I fed myself being bom 
anewl** 

''God grant that you speak trdy, mybeloved son,** 
ssdd old Christian, in a trembling voice, and with an 
accent of profound tendemess ; '' God grant that yoa 
may be freed from the visions of the phantoms which 
haimt your slumbers 1 May he in his mercy restore 
to my dear Albert peace, hope, and the light of 
faith!" 

Before he had finished thèse words, Albert bent 
gently over the taUe, and seemed to £^1 suddenly into 
a tranqufl deep. - 

** \Vhat does he meannow? '* asked the young bar- 
oness of her Ëither; ^ there he is, going to sleep at 
thetoblel It îs rcally very polite I •• 

^ This sudden and deep sleep,** replied the chap» 
lain, looldng at the young man with interest, ''b 
a ËLvorable criâs^ which promises a happy change in 
lus condition, for some time at least** 

" Let no one speak to him," said Count Oiristian, 
^or try to arouse him firom his dumber.^ 

^ O merdful Father ! '* said the canoness ardently, 
dasping her bandi^ '' grant that his constant prédiction 
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may be reaKzed, and that hîs thiitieth Urthclay may 
be the day ofhb final recoveiy.** 

<< Amen 1 " added the chaplain with tinctîoiu ^ Let ' 
us lift up our hearts to the God of plty, and as we 
thank hiin for the food of which we hâve jnst par- 
taken, let us implore him to grant the deliverance 
of this noble youth, the object 6( oor aoHcitude.** 

They rose to say grace^ and eveiy one remained 
standing for a few moment^ praying for the last of 
the Rudolstadts. The supplications of oM Christian 
were so fervent that two great teais rolled down Us 
withered cheeks. 

The old man had just directed the servants to bear 
his son to his apartment, when Banm Frederick^ who ■ - 

had sought for some means of contributing to the wd- 
&re of his nephew, ssdd to his brother with chOdish 
satis&ction, ** I hâve a good idea, brother; if your 
son awakes alone in his own room, before he has 
digested. his supper, more sombre ideas may corne 
to him as the resalt of bad dreams. Hâve him car- 
ried into the drawing-room and placed in my chair. 
There is no other in the house so good to deep in. 
He wiU be more comfortable there than in hb bed, 
and when he awakes he wiU at léast find a good fire 
to refresh his sîgh^ and friendly fiu:es tb^g^adden hb 
heart" 

^You are right, brother,"* replied Christian. •'He 1j 

can be taken into the drawing-room and placed upon 
the sofa.** ...;-. , : : . . u 

'< It is veiy unhealthy to deep lying down after 
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supper," cried thé baron* ''Beliéve me, brothei; 
I know it by expérience. He most hâve my chair. 
YeSy I wîsh him posidvély to hâve mjr chair.** . ' 

Christian saw that to refuse would be to cause his 
brother real unhappiness. They placed the young 
count, therefore, in the old bunter's leathem chaire 
without his beîng in the least disturbed, so^osely did 
his sleep resemble a state of lethaigy. The baron sat 
down, proud and happy, on another chair, wanning 
his shins before a fire worthy of heroic days, and 
smiling trium];4iantly whenever the chaplain would 
remarie that Count Albert's sleep ought to be produc- 
tive of the best results. The good man desîgned to 
give up his nap as well as his dudr, and to joîn with 
the rest of the £unily in watdung over *the young 
count ; but before a quarter of an hour had expired, 
he became so accustomed to his new seat that he 
began to snore loud enough to drown the last mm- 
blings of the thundér, which was dying away in thé 
distance. 

The Sound of the great bell of the castle, which wâs 
never rung save upon the occasion of extraordinary 
viats, was suddenly heard, and old Hans, the butler, 
came in shordy after, bearing a laige letter, which he 
presented without a word to Count Christian. Then 
he went out to await his master's ordeis in aneighboiw 
ingroom.'^ : . ? ■■ • ^ 

Christian opened the letter, and having glanced at 
die rignatur^ handed the paper to the young baron*' 
esi^ begg^ her to read it to him. Âmelia, curions 
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and exdted, sat down by a camlle, and read as fol- 
lows: — 

«< jaustriûus and weU-hehvtd Lord Couni, — Yoar 
excellency does me the honor to ask a service of me. 
In this you confer npon me one stiU greater than aU 
those that I hâve lecehred of you, the remembiance 
of which mj heart préserves and cherishes. In spte 
of my zeal to cany out your honored instructions^ 
I nevertheless codd not hope to find the perscA for 
whom you ask as promptly and as sadsfiaurtorily as 
I wîshed* But Ëivorable cirçamstances coindding in 
an unforeseen mannerwith the wishes of your lordship, 
I hasten to send yon a person who fulfib a part of 
your conditions. She does not, ho^ever, fulfil them 
an. Therefore, I only sènd her provisionally, to en- 
able your illustrions and amiable nièce to await with- 
out too much impatience a more satisfactory lesolt 
of my researches and endeavors. . 

''The person who wiU hâve the honor of h^m^îtig 
you this letter is my pupîl, and in some sort my 
adopted daughter. She wiU be, as. the amiable Bar- 
oness Amelia dedres, both an obliging and agreeaUe 
companion,and aleamed instructorinmusic. In other 
respects, she has not the éducation which yoii need in 
agovemess. She speaks several languages fluently, but 
she does not, perhaps, knoW them correctiy enough to 
teach them. 9ie understands muac thoroughly, and 
sînp remarkably welL You wiU be satisfiéd with her 
talent, her voice and her bearing, no less than with 
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the sireetness and the dignity of her character, and 
your lordship can admit her to your intimacy widiout 
fear of her ever being guilty of ill-breeding or givîng 
évidence of an unworthy sentiment She désires to 
be as free as her duty toyour noble family wiU permit, 
and to receive no salary. In a word, it is neither 
a dnenna nor a maid that I am sending to^Uie amiable 
baronessy but a companion and a Mend, as she does 
me the honor to ask of me in the postscript added by 
her beautiful hand to your exceUenc/s letten . 

''Signor Corner, who had been appointed to the 
Aostrîan embassy, is awaiting the order for his depart> 
ure, but he is almost certain that he will not receive 
this order for two months. Sîgnora Corner, his' 
noble spouse and my gênerons pupil, wishes to take 
me with her to A^enna, where, in her opinion, my 
career wiU be more prospérons. Without belienng 
in a better future, I hâve accepted her generous offer, 
anxious as I am to quit this ungrateful Venice, where 
I hâve met with nothing but disappointment, afironts, 
and mishaps of ail sorts* I long to see again that 
noble Germany, where I hâve known happîer 4^ya^ 
and the honored friends whom I left there. Your 
lordship weU knows that you occupy one of the most 
prominent places in the memories of this old heart, 
harassed, but not chilled, which you fiOed with a last- 
ing affecdon and profound gratitude; I therefore 
conmiend and intrust to you, most illustrious sir, my 
adopted daughter, asking in her behalf hospitality, 
protection and good-wilL She wiU repay your kind- 
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ness bjT her zeal in making henelf usefbl and agrée» 
able to the yoimg baioneas. In thfee mooths at die 
outside I win go to leek her, and to présent to yon 
in her place a go v emess who can contract a longer 
engagement with joor ilhistrioas familjr. 

" Awaiting the fi>rtanate day wfaen I may press be- 
tween my hands those of the best of men, I venture to 
can mysel^ with pride and respect, the most humUe 
of the seryants and the most devoted of the Mends 
of your exceOency ckiarissimaf s^maiissima, iUmstrb' 
sima, etc. 

«NICHOLAS PORPORA, 

** Ckapet master^ composer^ and hacher of singing. 

Amelia leaped with joy when she ended the letter, 
while the old coont repeated several timei» *< Wortfay 
Porpora, excellent friend, estimable man 1 ** 

** Certainly, certainly, ^ said the Cancmeas Wencet- 
lawa, divided between the dread of sedng the haUts of 
the ÊimOy dîstarbed by the arrivai of a stranger, and 
the dedre to show a gênerons hospitality, ** we nrast 
receive her and treat her weU. I only hope she nuqr 
not find the life hère too {rksome.** ^ 

** But, nnde, where is my future friend, my predons 
mbtress?'* cried the young baronesa^ without listen* 
ing to her aunt's obsoirations. ** WOl she not sooo 
arrive heiself? I am impatient to see her I " 

Count Christian rang. ''Hans^'* said he to the old 
servant ^ who handed yon this letter?" 
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" A lady, my lonL** 

"Is she hère already?'* cried Amelia. <<Where^ 
where!" 

^ In her post-chaise» at the drawbridge.^ 

''And you hâve left her cooling her heeb at the 
door, instead of bringing her fai at once? ^ 

**Yt&f madame ; I took the letter, and forbade the 
postQlion to take his foot ont of the stirrup, or to lay 
down hk reins. I had the drawbridge lifted behind 
me, and I delivered the letter to mylord and master.** 

^Bat it is absurd» unpardonaUe, to keep oor gnests 
waidng outside in sach bad weather. One wonkl say 
that we were in a fortress^ and whoever came near 
was an enemy. Hnny, Hans ! ** 

Hans remained motionless as a statae. His eyes 
alone expressed his regret at his inaljfity to fiilfil the 
désire of his young mistress ; but a cannon-baU pass- 
ing over hb head would not hâve changed by an inch 
the impassible attitude in which he awaited the orders 
of his old master. 

^Faithfbl Hans knows only lus duty and hb in- 
structions^ my dear child," said Count Christian at 
last^ with a délibération which made the baroness's 
Uood boiL ^ Hans» go and open the gate^ and lower 
the drawbridge. Let every one go with torches to 
lecdve the travdler. May she be wekome hère I^ 

Hans did not show the slightest surprise at having 
to introduce suddenly an unknown viâtor into thb 
hoose, to which the nearest relations and the most 
fiûthfiil friends were not atways admitted withool de* 
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liy and prectntioQS/ Tfie ononett went to ^ve her 
ordeis for the itnnger't sapper. Amdia wished to 
huny to the dxmwbridge^ but her tmcle^ desiring to do 
the honon of his home to his gaest himsel^ oflered 
her his ann, and the impatient littk baioness was 
compelled to march nujei^icalljr to the porch, iriiere 
the post-chaise had jost set down the wandering 
fogitivei Consodo. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

Threb months had passed dnce the BaroDesi 
Amelia had taken it into her head to bave ft^ compan* 
ion, much less to instnict her thaa to amuse her hi 
her loneliness ; and during that time she had painted 
in her imagination the portndt of her future friend a 
hundred times. Knowing Porpora't morose temper, 
she had feared that he would send her a stiff and 
pedantic govemess. She had, conséquent!/, written 
secretly to the musidan to teU him that she would 
accord but a poor réception to any governess of more 
than five-and-twenty, — as if it leould not hâve been 
enough for her to* express her désire to her kinsfolk, 
whose idol and queen she was. 

When she read Porpora's letter, she was so de* 
lij^ited that she improvised on the moment the pîôr* 
trait of the musidan, Pôrpora's adopted daughter, 
young^ and above aO a Venetian; that is to say, in 
Amelia's fancy, created for her predsely as she would 
bave wished. 

She was a little disconcerted, therefore, when, in- 
stead of the playfid giri, fresh and rosy, of whom she 
had been dreaming^ she saw a pak^ melancholy and 
much embarrassed young woman; for to the Utter 
grief by which Consuelo*s poor heart was tom, and to 
the fiitigue of a long and rapid joumey, had been 
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added a most poinfol impreanoo, cansed bf tbe vast, 
storm-beaten forests» bj the darknfw of the ni^t, 
broken only by livid Ughtning-flashe^ and above aU 
by the appearance of the gkxnny casde, to wUch the 
howling of the banm's hounds^ and the H^t of the 
torches carried by the servant!» knt a tndy sinister 
aspect. WhatacontrastwithMarceno*s<*finnaniento 
luddo," the harmonioiis silence of Venetian night% 
and the trustful Uberty of her life passed in the Ught 
of lovfc and poetry ! When the carnage had passed 
slowly over the drawbridge» which sounded hoDow 
beneath the horses* hoofi^ and when the portcnlKs 
had Men behind her with a moomful cry, it seemed 
to her that she had entered Dante's heD, and, fiOed 
with terror, she commended her soal to God* 

Her Catce was consequendy discomposed when she 
appeared before her hosts, and when Count Christian 
suddenly appeared, with his king; pak Êice, withered 
by âge and grie( and his thin, erect fonn, m its an* 
tique costume, she thought she saw the ghost of a 
baron of the Middle Ages ; and, taldng aU that she 
saw about her for a vision, she started back with a 
stîfled ciy of fright 

Dit count, attrîbuting her hésitation and her pale- * 
ness to the exhanstion and £uigue of her joorney, 
offered her hb arm to ascend the steps, attempting 
at the same time to say to her a few words of interest 
and politeness. But the wortiiy man. was not only 
outwardly cold and reserved by nature, but the many 
years which he had spent in retirement had so in- 
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creased his timidity tfaat under a g»ve and austère. 

appeaiance he coDcealed the embanassment and con- 

Iji fodon of a chikL The necessity which he felt of 

.!;'; speaking in Italian, a tongae which he had formedy 

i,, known moderately well, but fai which he was quite 

1; !. cmt of practice, added ao much to hb embarrassment 

^' ; that he could onlr stammer a few woids'which Con- 

• • 1 

sado could scarceljr hear, and which 8he took for the 

nnknown and mysteiious language of spirita. 

*^^; Amefia, who had determined to fidl upcm he^ neck 

'\\ and make her fed at home at once, cotdd find nodi- 

i|!: ing to say to her, as often happens to the boklest 

;|;,- natures^ when the timidity of another seems ready to 

take frig^t at their advances.. 

Consuek> was shown into the large roôm in whidi 

<j< they had suppéd. The count, divided between the 

dedre to do her honor and the feâr of having her 

see his son while in his lethai]g^c sleep, pansed irreso- 

hite, and Cônsnelo, feeling her limbs &il her, fell 

trembling npcm the nearest chair. ' 

''Unde Christian,^ said Amelia, who understood 

the coont's embarrassment, ** I think thàt it wonld be 

best to recdve die signora hère. . It is warmer than 

in the drawing-room, and she mnst be chilled by the 

storm-wind of oor rnoontûns. I am sorry to see that 

she is Êdnt with £uigae| and I am sure tfaat she neêds 

a good supper and a good sleep tau more than ail 

our ceremony. Am I not right, dear signora? ** she 

added, suffidently emboldened to dasp Consndo*s 

weaiied arm in her dimpled hand. . 
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The Sound of this fresh vcnce, pronoiinciiig ItaBân 
with firank Gennan roogfanes^ reassored Consuèlo. 
She raiaed ber grateful eyes to the joong baronest^t 
prettjr &ce^ and the look they exchanged bioke the 
ice at once. The traveller tmdeiitood that thb was 
her pupUy and that her channing fiu:e was not that of 
a g^ost. She replied to the pressure of the hand, and 
admitted that she was quite stunned by the noise of 
the carriage, and that the storm had frightened her 
greatly. She yielded to aU the attentions wfaîch 
Amelia showered upon her» drew np to the fire, al- 
fewed her to relieve her of her doak, accepted the 
offer of supper, althongh she was not in the least hnn- 
gry, and, being more and nx>re reassored by the in- 
creasing amiability of her young hostess» recorered at 
last the power of seeing, hearing and answering. 

Whîle the servants were preparing sapper, the con- 
versation naturally tumed upon Porpora. Consoelo 
was happy at hearing the old coont speak of him as 
his fiiendf his eqnal, and ahnost hb superioc Then 
they spoke of Consuelo's joumey, of the road wfaich, 
she had followed, and espedafly of the storm, whicfa 
mnst hâve frightened her. . 

''We are accustomed in Venice,'* said Consaelo^ 
^to tempests which are more sudden and much more 
dangerous, for in our gondolas we run the risk of 
shipwreck as we go througji the streets, and even at 
our very doors. The water, which is onr pavement^ 
grows rough like the waves of the sea, and drives onr 
frail barks against the walls so violently that they may 



\ 



\ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



t . 



f. » 



334 CONSUELO. 

be sank before we can land. Bat, though I bave 
seen accidents of this sort, and am not very timid, I 
was more frightened this evening than ever before in 
my life by the faU of a great tree whicfa the lightning 
threv down the mountain across our road. The 
horses reared» and the postiDion cried, 'The lYee of 
Misforttme has fallen |. it b the Hussite4*- Can yoa 
tell me what he meant, baroness? ** 

Neither the count nor Amelia thought of answer- 
ing the question. They shuddered as they looked at 
each other, and the old man said» — 

^ My son was not mistaten I Strange, strai^e» in 

And, with his anxiety for Albert awakened afresh, 
he went out, whîle Amelia murmured as**she dasped 
herhands^— > 

'^There is magie in this, and the devil himself b 
amongnsl** 

Thèse strange remarks brought back to Consuelo 
the feeling of superstitions awe which she had experi* 
enced when she entered the dwelling of the Rudol« 
stadta. Amelia's sudden i^aleness^ the solemn silence 
of the old servants in red trousers, with crimaon 
faces^ aU alîke, aU laige and square-cut, hanng those 
expresdonless and Ufeless eyes Ti^icfa corne from a 
j love and a lifetime of davery; the height of the 

roOTO, waiinscoted with black oak, in which the Bg^ 
of a chandelier loaded with candies could not dis- 
pdthedarkness; thehootingof anowl^huntingnear 
the casde after the stonn; the laige family portraits^ 
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die enormoos heads of stagi and wild boa» caived 

in relief upcm the wood-work» — eveiytfaii^ to the 

smaOest détails, renved in herthes^oomyimpresâons . I 

which had haidly been diq>ened« The reflecdons of \ 

the young baroneas were not of a natme to leaasaie j 

hergreadjT. 

^ MjT dear ngnoia,** said AmeHa, as she made xcady 
to wait on her, ''yoa most prépare jonrself to aee in 
this casde things which are tmheard o( inexplicable 
sometîmes frightfbl, — tme scènes fiom a romance 
which no one would believe if 70a were to tell, and 
which yoa wiU be pledged npon yoor honor to keep 
inviolably secret** 

As the baroness was speaking, the door qpened, 
and the Canoness Wencedawa, with her hnmp^ her | 

angolar figure, and her severe costume^ set off by the 

grand cordon of herorder, which she neverkid aâde^ | 

entered with the most majesdcalty afl&tUe air wfaidi 

she had wom since the mémorable day on which the I 

Empress Maria Theresa, retnming fiom a jonmey to 

Hungary, had done the Casde of the Giants the signal ! 

honor of taking there a cap of hippocrass and an 

hour's rest She came towarda Coosoèlo^ who^ snr- * 

prised and terrified, was looking at her with dîstended 

eyes without thinking of rising^ made two coorterfes 1 

to her, and after a speech in German iriiich she ' 

seemed to hâve leamed by heart, so formai was it^ 

drew near to her to place a kiss npon her brow. Tlie < 

poor chfld, colder than marU^ thonj^t that she was 
receiving the kiss of Death, and, half fatnting ^ moft. ' 
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mured her thanks tinintelligibly. When the canonesa» 
seeing that her présence frightened the traveUer, had 
gone into the drawing-room, Amelia burst into a peal 
of laug^ter. -■ ' 

" I wîD wager, ** saicT she, ** that yon thoug^t yon 
saw the ghost of Queen libossa. Bat be quite easy. 
That good canoness is my aunt, the most âiesome and 
the best of women.** 

Consuelo had haidly recovered from thb shock when 
she heard behind her the creakmg of thick Hungarian 
boots. A tread, heavy and slow, shook the floôr, and 
a £ice| so masdve, so red, and so square that those 
of the old servants seemed jMle and délicate beside 
ity passed through the room in silence, and went ont 
by the door, which the domestic opened respectfîilly. 
Again did Consaelo shudder, and again the baroness 
lang^ed. 

««That,'* said she, "is the Baron of Rudolstadt, a 
great hunter, a great sleeper, and the tenderest of 
fiithers. He has just finished his nap in the drawing- 
room. At the stroke of nine he rises from his chair, 
bat without waking ap,goes through this room without 
seeing or hearing anything, ascends the stairs, — still 
adeep, — goes to bed without knowing it, and awakes 
before day,as bright, alert and acdve as a young man, 
to go and make ready his dpgs, his horses and his fid- 
cens for die chase.** 

Hardly had she finished this explanation Ti^en the 
chaplain went by. He, too, was stout^ bot shoit and 
pale. A life of contemplation does not agrée with 
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thèse heavy Slar natures, and the bolyman's stoutness 
was not healthjT. He onljr bowed to the two ladiei^ 
spoke in an undertone to a servant, and disappeared 
bjT the same road the baron had taken. Tlien Hans 
and another of the antCHnaU whom Consaelo coold 
not tell apart, so mnch alike were they, went towards 
the drawing-ioom. Consaelo^ wbo could no longer 
find the strength to prétend to eat, tomed aboot to 
foUow them with her eyes; but before they had 
reached the door behind her, a new apparitfcm stood 
upon the thre&hold, more striking than the others. It 
was a young man of commanding figure and handsome 
face, but fnghtfîilly pale. He was dad in Uack bâta 
head to foot, and a rich pelisse, trimmed with sabler iras 
Êistened to his shoulders bjr loops and hooks of goid. 
His long hair, Uack as ebony, fdl in disorder over his 
pale cheeks, which were shaded by a silky, cnrBog 
beanL He made an imperious gesture to the servants 
who were coming towards him, forcing them back and 
holding them motionless at a distance, as if his look 
had fasdnated them. Then, tuming to Count Chris- 
tian, who was following him, he said, in a sweet vtdoe 
and with a dignified manner, — - 

** I assure you, father, that I hâve never been so 
caluL Some great thing is accomplished in my 
destiny, and the peace of heaven has descended npoQ 
our house.** 

''May God grant it, my son ! ** said the old maiv 
stretching out his hand to Uess him. 

The young man bent lowbeneath his &ther*s handj 
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then, smndhig erect with a sweet and serene expret- 
âoDy he stepped into the midcDe of the loom» smiled 
binûf as he tooched with the end of hb fingeis the 

>;|i, hand whkh AmeSa hekl out to him, and looked fix* 

edly at Consudo fi>r seveial seconds, Stnick with 
invohintaxy respect^ Consado bowed to him with 

(>: } jf downcast eyes. But he did not retum ~her bow^ and 

continued to look at her. 

^Thîs yonng peraon,** said the canoneas to him in 
Gennan^^isthe" — 

He intempted her with a gesture whidi scemed 
to say, ''Do not speak to .me, do not distorb m/ 
tiain of thoug^t." Then he tomed away without 
gîving the di^test sign of surprise or jnterest^ and 
went doiR^ out of the door, 

''Mydear young lady/' said the can ones s» ''you 
must excuse"-— ! 

flj; ''I beg your pardon for interrupting you, aunt,** 

said AmeliSy ''but you are speaking Gemum to the 
aignoray who doea not understand it.** 

iijl! "Pardon me, good signorsy** sdd Consudo in 



Italian; "I spoke many languages in my diUdhood, 
for I travelled mudu . I recollect enough Ger^ 
man to understand it perfectly. I dare not attempt 
to speak it yet, but if you wOl give me a £ew lessoo% 
I hope that I shaU recover it before long.** 

" Really, that is my case,** said the canoneas. " I 
understand ail that the young lady says, though 
I could not speak her lan^guage. Since she under^ 
stands me, I wiah tp say to her that my nephew, by 
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not retainiiig her bow, bu been goihjr of a lodeneM 
which I Ain foie she viU excuse wfaen die kaows thaï 
he has beea severdy iiidtq>osed this ereniag^ and 
that after hb swoon he is stOl lo weak tfaat no doabi 
he did noC tee her— b it noi tnie, biother?" said 
the good Wencedawa, qoite <Sstiirbed by the wfaite 
fies she had been tdfing^ and seeking her paidon in 
the eyes of Coant ChmHan, 

««My dear snter," repBed the old man» «<yaa aie 
gênerons to ezcose my ton. . The ngnoia wiD no 
doabt be good enoa^ not to be too mnch smprised 
at ceitam things which we will franldy explain to 
her to-monow, with the confidence which we must 
needs fed in the adopted danj^ter of Fùipora, and, 
I hope sooQ to be able to say, in the friend of onr 
fiunfly.- 

It was the honr wlien evei y one retired, and the 
halHts of the hoose were so regnlar that if the two 
young gîib had remained longer at the taUc^ die 
servants^ fike TeritaUe marhînfi^ would probaUy 
hâve set away their chairs and Uown ont the candies 
withoat regaxd to their ptesence. Besidei^ Consodo 
waa anxioos to retii^ and AmeBa conducted her to 
an degant and comfottable rhamber next her own, 
which she had had prepaied fisr her. 

^Ishonld gready like to talkto yoa for an hoor 
or two^** said she, as aoon as the canone»^ who had 
gnnrdy dooe the honon of the apartment, had retired. 
*' I am anxions to exphJn to yoa what is going on 
hère, before yoa hâve to endnre oor eccentiicities. 
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,|: Bat 70U aie to tiied that 70a must deâre rest abore 

ij eveiything." 

ji ''Never mind that, signora,^ replied Consaelo; 

'' m/ limbs are veiy weaxy, it is tniei bot my tnain 

j.( is 80 heated tfaat I am soie not to deep at aU. So 

jj^ talk to me as much as yoa like, only.let it be in 

German. That wiQ serve me as a lesson, fi^ I see 
that neither the lord count nor the canoness is familiar 
irith Italian." 

I <<Let us make a baigain," said Amefia. '<Yoa 

wiU go to bed to rest your poor, wearied limbs, and 
meanwhile I wîD put on mj dressing-gown and send 
away my maid. Then I will corne back and sit 
beside 700, and we wiD speak German nntil we 
become deepy. Is it agreed?^ 
« With an my heart,** repUed the new govemess. 
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CHAFTER XXV. 

•*\oo must know, injr dear»** saîd Amdiay when 
ihe had finished her arrangements, — ««bat it occois |' 

to me that I do noi know yoor name,** she added, 
smOing. ** We nrast hâve no titles or ceremony be- 

twecn us. I wiah yoa to caU me AmeKa in future, as { 

I intend to call joa ** — 

*<Mjr name is foreign, and diflScoh to pronooncc^** 
replied Consaelo. *<Mjr exceflent master, Forpoca, 
wfaen he sent me hère, directed me to take Us own, 
as is the custom of protectors or masten with their 
iavored papHs; therefore for tbe future I share widi ^ 

the great singer Huber (caOed Porporino) the honor . J 

of calling myself Pùrporina. But yoa had better ~ SÎl 

abbreviate it and call me, if yoa like, dmply mna.** ';) 

• ^VeryweUythenyNina — between oursehres. Now {« 

listen to me, for I hâve a very long story to tell yoo, 
and if I do not begin rather far bock yoa wiD never * 
understand what is now going on in this house^^ 

''I am an attention,** said the new Porporina. 

** I suppose yoa knoir a little about Bohemian hit- 
tory? ** said the young baroness. 

«•Alasl** replied Consuek), *«I am altbgether un- 
educated, as my master must hâve written yoa. I 
know a little about die histc^ of music, but I am as 
ignorant of the hisUxy of Bohemia as of every other.** 
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"In that case, I wiU tell you wfaat yoa need to 
know that you may understand my story. More than 
three hundred yean ago, the crusbed and opprèssed 
race into which you hâve beentiansplanted wasabold, 
onconqaerable, herok people. It had even then, 
indeed, alien masters, and a reUg^on whichit dîd not 
understand, and which they wished to force upon it. 
Innumerable monks opprèssed it, and a cruel, de- 
bauched king mocked at its dignity and outrageil its 
Geelings. But secret rage and deep hatred grew 
stronger and stronger, and one day the storm burst 
The alien masters were diiven away, religion was re- 
formed, the convents were pillaged and tom down, and 
the drunkard Wenceslas was thrown into prison and 
deprived of his crown. The signal for the revolt was 
the torture of John Huss and Jérôme of Prague, two 
brave^ leamed men of Bohemia, who wished to exam- 
ine and dear up the mystery of Catholidsm, and who 
were summoned, condemned and bumed after they 
had been promised safety and Eberty of discusnon. 
Thb treason and disgrâce touched the national honor 
* so deeply that a Uoody war raged throughout Bohe* 
mia and a great part of Germany for many years. 
Thb war of extermination was called the War of 
the Hussites. Odious and innumerable crimes were 
committed by both. sides. The customs of the âge 
were savage and pitiless ail over the eartlu Party- 
qnrit and religious ianaticism made them stiU more 
terrible, and Bohemia was pointed at with horror by 
aU Europe. I wiU not hanow up your mind, which 
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the wild appearance of the country has alieady dis- 
agreeaUy impressed, by relating tbe frightfid scènes 
which took place hère. On one side tfaey committed 
murden^ bumings and tortores; chniches were dese- 
cratedf monks and nons were mutOated» hung» cast 
into bofling pitch ; on the other, towns were bomed 
and idiole districts devastated. Hosâtes were sent 
to the mines by thoosands» fiOing the pits with their 
corpsesy and strewing the earth with their bones and 
those of their enemies. Thèse fiightfiil Hussites were 
feng invincible^ and to-day we speak their name with 
dread ; yet their patriotism, their intrepid constancy,* 
and their Ëtbaloos exploits fiO us with a secret feeling 
of pride and admiration which yoong people like me 
sometimes hâve difficnlty in concealing.** 

** Bat why conceal it ? ** asked Consoelo innocently; 

''Becanse Bohemia has agaûn Êdlen, after many 
strugglesy under the yoke of slavery. There is no 
longer a Bohemia, my poor Nina. Oor masters 
knew wetl that religions liberty for oor coontry meant 
political liberty. That is why they hâve stifled them 
both." 

** See how ignorant I am,** said Consado. f < I had 
never heard of ail this^ and I did not know that men 
could be so wicked and so nnhaqppy.** 

** A hundred years after John Huss came another 
leamed man, — anewsectary,^— apoormonknamed 
Martin Luther, who aroused the national qûrit^ and 
inspired Bohemia and ail the independent provinces 
of Germany with hatred of a fcnreign tyranny, and 
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caused them to rebd against the popes. The moat 
powerfiil kings remained Catholic» not because they 
loved religion, but because they loved absolute pôwec 

• Austriâ fen upon us to crush us, and in the Thirty 

Years* War overthrew our independence. From the 

» beg}nning of that war, Bohemia was at'the meity of 

the strongest side. Austria treated us like a con- 
quered province, and took away from us our religion, 
our lîberty, our language^ even our very name. Our 
Êithers resisted bravely, but the impérial yoke has 
* lain heavier and heavier upon us. More than a hun* 

dred years ago our nobili^, ruined and dedmated by 
ccmfiscation, war and the scafibld, was obliged either 

( .. to fly from the country or to give up its nationality by 

\ forswearing its ancestry, by Germanizing its Cunily 

names (remember this fact), and by renoundng relig- 
ions liberty. • Our books were bumed, our schoob 
were destrôyed ; in short, we were made Austrians. 
We are now only a province of the empire, and you 
hear German spoken by a S3av race. This &ct 
alone tells the wfaole.story.**- ... 

**hsA now you sorrow and blush at thb slavery. 
I can well understand it, and I already haie Austria 
with aU my heart.** 

^Oh, speak lower!" cried the young baroness. 
''No one can safdy speak tfaus beneadi the daik 
sky of Bohemia; and in dus castle there is only 
one person who has the boldness and the folly to 
say idiat you hâve said, dear Nina.^^ It is my cousin 
Albert- 
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** It that the cause of the grief whkh one leads. in 
hb&ce? I was fined with respect when I saw him.** 

««Ali, my handsome Honess of St Mark!'' takl 
Amelia, sarprised at the generous impulse which sod- 
denly ittamined the pale £u:e of her companion ; 
"«Toatakematten too serioosly. I greatiy fear duu 
in a few days m y poor cousin will fiU you more with 
pity than with respect** 

^The one need not prevent the other/* replied 
Consuela ** But pray explain, dear barcmesi.** 

<<Markthis,**saidAmelia. << We are a veiy Cath- 
olic Êunily, and very faithful to the Church and State. 
We bear a Saxon name; and the Saxon branch of our 
ancestors has alwâys been most orthodoz. If my 
annt some day undertakes» to your sorrow, to detaQ 
to you the senrices which our ancestors, the Saxcm' 
counts and barons, rendered to the cause of Rome,* 
you wiO see that, according to her, there is not the 
slîghtest blot of heresy upcn our escutcheon. Even 
when Saxony was Protestant, the Rudolstadts chose to 
abandon their Ptotestant dectors rather than leave 
the bosom of the Roman Church. But my annt will 
never venture .to boast of this in the présence of 
Count Albert, for in that case you would hear him 
«tell the most surprising things ever heard by hnman 
cars.'* 

''You greatly excite my curiosity, withont satisfy- 
ing it I understand this, that I must never appear 
in the présence of your noble relatives to thare your 
and Count Albert's sympathies for old Bohemia. You 
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j may trust to my prudence, dear baroneas. Besîdes^ I 

was brought up in a Catholic country, and the respect 
, which I bave for my religion, as well as that which I 

r owe your family, would cause me to be sîlent.'* ^ 

1 " It would be wise, for I must remind you once 

Îmore that we are exceedicgly exacting on that point. 
So £sLr as I personally am concemed, dear Nina, I am 
^ more libéral I am neither Protestant nor Catholic. 

, I was brought up by nuns, whose sermons and pater* 

j nosters wearied me terribly. The same weariness 

has fotiowed me hère, for my Aunt Wenceslawa is pe- 

dantic and superstitions enough for a whole couvent 

I But I hâve too much of the spirit of the âge to sym- 

/ pathize with the no less wearisome doctrines of the 

\ ~ Lutherans; and as for the Husâtes, theirs is such 

y andent history that I care no more for it than for 

f the glory of the Greeks and the Romans. French 

^'. thou^t is my idéal, and the only reason, philosophy 

OT civîlization I admire is that which obtains in that 
charming land whose books I sometimes read in secret, 
and whose pleasures, liberty and happiness I behold 
from afar, as in a dream, through the bars of my priçon.** 
i '' You surprise me more and more ^ery moment,** 

^ said Consudo simply. ^How is it that a moment 

I ago you appeared to me fuU of enthusiasm as yoa^ 

^ recalled the exploits of your andent Bohemians? I 

thought you something of a Bohemian and a heretic.** 
( ^ I am more than a heretic and more than a Bo- 

hemian,** replied Amelia, laughing. ''I am some* 
\ . thing of a doubter and altogether a rebeL I hâte 

il 
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rakis of evciy tort, and taspooM^ Anstria, wlio b the 
iDost bigoccd and stnûdaced of duennas.'* 

**ADd » Count Albert abo a doubler? Doea he 
admire Frendi tbou^? If that is kh 700 Jsnaâ, get 
00 frmoQdjr.** 

**(% t we do not get oa at an, and noir tha I hâve 
gbren 70a the nccewary eqJanatlon^ it b time for 
metoq)eakofhini. Count Chrisdan, mj nnde, had 
no children bj hb fint wifie. He marrîed agun at 
the âge of forqr» and had five son% aU of wbom died, 
tsweUastheîr mother, of some tortofdbeaaeof tbe 
bndn. Thb second wife was of pure Bohcmbn blood, 
and had, the y say, great beantj and a brflUant faitd- 
lecL I never knew her. You wfll tee her portrait^ 
witfaajewelledbodiceand acarlet mantk, in the bige 
drawing-room. Albert b wonderfuDy like her. He 
b tbe sixth and bst of her dûMien, and the onljr one 
iriu> lived to the âge of thirty. It bas been no easy 
matter to préserve him eren thos fiir, for he has gone 
throu^ severe trlab^ and strange s y mptoms of a 
brain trouble stOl make us fear for hb life. Between 
ouisehres, I do not beBere that he wOl k»g survive 
the &tal âge at which hb mother died. AKhou^ 
hb £eitherwas weB advanced in years wben Albert 
was bom, he nevertheleas has a strong constitution ; 
but as he himself says, the seeds of disease are in 
him, and thb disease has steadfly increased. From 
hb earliest inCemcy, hb mind has always been filled 
with strange and superstitious ideas. When he was 
four years old, he used taassèrt that he often saw 



:^i 



\ 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



348 CONSUELO. 

his mother beside his ciadle, although she was dead, 
and he had seenherburied. At ni^t he would awake 
to answer her« and my Aunt Wenceslawa was. so 
firightened by it that she always had several women 
in her room with the child, wh3e the chaplain nsed 
quandties of holy water in exordsing the phantom, 
and said masses by dozens to compd it to keep 
quiet But eveiything was in Yain; for the child, 
who had not spoken of the apparition for a long time, 
one day admitted to his nurse that he stîD saw his 
«Uttle mother/ but that he did not care to teO of it, 
because then the chaplain would corne into the room 
and say bad words to prevent her firom reviâting him. 
** He was a gloomy and sîlent chikL They tried 
every means to amuse him, and plied him with play- 
things and sports which, for a long time, only made 
him sadder, At last they resohred not to thwart a 
taste for study which he displayed» and indulgence 
in thb passion did, indeed, give him more animation, 
but only changed his calm and languishing melan- 
choly into a strange excitement, mingled with parox- 
ysms of grief, the causes of which it was imposable. 
f to foresee or avert. For instance, when he saw poor 

\ people, he would burst into tears, and give them aU 

his little wealth, grieving the while, and reproaching 
himself because he could not gLYt them enoug^ If 
he saw a chfld beaten or a peasant misused, he would 
become so indignant that he would fall into a swoon, 
or into convulâons which lasted for houn tpgether. 
An this showed that he had a kindly nature and a 
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food beart; bntthe best qnafities^ wfaen carriedio 
excesi» become fruits or folliet. AIbeit*t leason did 
not derdop as lapidly as bis feelings and lus imag* 
inatioii. Tbe stwl/ of bistôiy exdted widioot en* 
Kj4%»i>ping bim. IVben be read <£ Ibe crimes ix 
mJQstke of men, be was always moved by too dmide 
emodons» like die barbarian Uog wbo^ as be listened 
to tbe story df dur Savkwr's passion, bra n dished bis 
bmce and ciied^'Abl if I bad been Ibère wilb vgr 
soldiers, an tlûs'wotild not baveliappened I I wodd 
bave ait tbose wicked Jews in a thousand pièces I ' -*( • 
' ^.Albert could not accept men (ot wbat tbey JuriFC 
been and for wbat tbey stiU are. He dioo^^Heavcor 
unjiist in not making tbem aU good and compaaskMK 
aie» like bimsel^ and coati not aee Ibalbisveiy tender- 
ness and goodness madé luto inuriops and misanthropie 
He mderrtood notbmg bat wbat be fett, and at eîgb- 
teen be was as incapable of Hving ainoi^ men and fiS* 
ing tbe position in sodetj wbicb Jd^'nnk exacted^'as 
if be bad been bot six mondis cïkL .^If any one gave: 
expression in bis présence to. one of tbose adfisb 
tbougbts whkb aire so conmiod in our poor wotld, 
and witbout wbicb it cookt not adat, be woidd iiF) 
stantly show an invincible avernon to bim, no matteîr 
iriio be was or wbat respect was dne t<o bim from tbe 
Csunily^ and notbmg coold indoce bim to sbow tbe 
man tbe dîg^test attention. His companions were 
volgar beings^ litde &v<»ed by fortone or even by 
natore. In Us cbildisb Q)orts be was happy only in 
tbe Society of poor cbildren, and, above aU, tbose 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



a50 CONSUELO^ 

whosé stapidi^ or infirmities woald hâve wearied or 
diçgosted any one dsc . w ! .; 

^ As, in spîte of thèse odcUdes^ he showed plen^ 
of deverness and a good memoiy, and as he had a 
taste for art, hb Ëither and Us Annt Wenceslawa, wbo 
were watching over his educadon with devoCed tender* 
ness» had no reason to blush for him in sodety. Ks 
pecoliarides were i^ttributed to the dmiditj inddent 
to his country life, and when he was^Usposed to cany 
themtoo &r, they tookcare to cbhceal diem from ai^ 
one who could take ofTence. But in spite of Us sA^ 
miraUe qnalities and good dispoâtion, the count and 
the canonèss were fr^htenëd at seeing Albert^ who 
was independent and in some respects indiffèrent»' 
more and more indined to disobey thé laws of sodety 
and the customs of the world.'* ' . 

<«Bat I see nothing in anthis,** said Consuélô, 
^ wUdi shows the insanity of whidi ydu spoke,'* " 

^It is, I think,** rèplied Amelia, ^becaùse you hâve 
yourself a pure» candid nature. But peihaips you are 
tired of my duOtering» and insh to go to sleep.'* - ; 
, ^ Not at an, dear baronesa^** said Consuélo^ ^go 
on» I beg of you ; ** and thus reqùested» Amelia con» 
timied'her stocy* • r ■ '."v.- 
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which tbey hardi/ daied refuse him, and whichflowed 
thiou^ his hands like water. He has g^ven airaj ao 
inuch ihat yoa cannoC find a panpçr in. the coontif 
aboat iu; and .1 must.say thaf we axe no better off 
for it, for the demands and the needs of the poor 
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'< Yoo say, dear Nina, that thus fiir joa see notbing 
extravagant în my poor coosin^s behavior. I.wîB 
give yott better évidence of it My imde and my 
aiint are certainly the bcst Chrisdans and the moit 
chariuUe soub in the world. Their ahnsgiving has 
alwayi bcen most gênerons, and it is impossible to 
employ wealth with less pride or osteiOation than are 
shown by them. Well, my coosin thc^t that Aeir 
manner of life was whoDy opposed to the tme evan- 
gelical spirit; and that, after the example of the eaily 
Christians, they ooght to seU ail that they had and 
give to the poor, and become beggafs themsdves. | 

Thou^ he did not predsely say this, bdng restrained ~ y 

by the love and respect he bore them, he made it 
dear that thb was hb idea by Uttexly compassionati^g 
the lot of those poor wretches whose lives are made 
up of toil and soffering, whîle the rich live in idleneai l!||i 

and ease. When he had gîven away aU the money 
which they aUowed him to spend, it was^ to his mind. 
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increase in proportioii to the concessions which are 
roade to them, and our good peasanta» who were once 
so humUe and meek, now hold their heads much 
higher, thanks to the prodigalitj and the fine speeches 
of their young master. If we had not the impérial 
powèr to protect us on thé-one hand^Vliile it op- 
presses us on the other, I believe that our lands and 
our castles would hâve been pillaged and lûd 'waste 
twcnty times by bands of peasants fix>m the nei^bor* 
ing districts who hâve been left starving by the war, 
aoKl whom Albert*s inexhausdUe piQr, iriiich is well 
known for diirty leagues arouncl^has brought down on 
usy and espedally since the troubles about the succes- 
sion of the Emperor Chades. 

''When Count Christian made wise otjecdons Xô 
Albert» saying that to give everything to-(lay was to' 
leave one*s self without the power of giving anytlung 
to-morrow, he would reply, < Well, my beloved iather, 
hâve we not a roof to shelter us which will last longer 
than we, while thousandsof unfortunate wretcheshave 
nothing but the coM, stonny sky above their heads? 
Hâve we not each of us more iaiment than would 
serve to clothe a whole lagged fiunily? Do I not 
every day sèe upon ôur taUe more food anà topre 
good Hiingarian wine than would suflSce to feed and 
warm thèse beggars» wom out by want- and Êitigue? 
Hâve we a ri^t to refuse to'j^ve what we havé above 
our own needs? Are we pêrmitted to tise even what 
b strSctly neccssary when othersare in want? Hais 
Christ*8 kw changed?* ' 
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•<Whal«iiswcrcoiikl bemadeto UK^ae fine wotàm 
by the count, or tfie canonmi or the chaplain, wlio 
had broaght np this youig man in snch fervent and 
aoslere rèligkMts prindpkt? They were tberefore 
gready embarraased at teeing Um take everything Gt- 
enJly«refa8ingtomake anyofthotecompiomiseï on | 
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whîdh^ neveithelesib it teems to me tbat our wbok 
sodal fâbric resta. î .: • ' * 

^Itwatfiirworaeirhen itwaa a question of pofir 
tics. Albert t)iou^ those kws monstrous vwhich 
alknred sorerdgns to slaughter millions of raen. and j- 

devastate whde <Ustricts to avenge tiieir wounded - ^' 

pride or gratify their vanity. Hb intolérance on diis 
point was dangeroua, and they did not dare to take 
him to Vienna, or Prague, or any other laige dty» 
iriiere his Cmatical virtue would assnredly bave in» 
vohred bim in dif&cuhies. Tbey felt bardly more 
tianquil on the subject of his rdi^^ons belie^.fbr 
there were in his exalted jnety ail the materials for a 
most outiageous heretk^ He hated the popes^ thoae 
apostles of Jésus Christ, who leagued themselves with 
kings to disturb the repose and outrage the digni^ 
of the people. He Uamed the Ushops f<» their 
luxuxy, the abbes for their. worUlineai^ an4 ail churdi> 
men for their ambition. He would preach to the 
foat chaplain sermons in the style of Luther and 
John Huas, and yet he would spcnd hours prostrate 
on the floor of the chapel, phmged in meditadôos 
and çcs t asi e s worthy of a saint. They say that he 
eren wore a hair-shirt, and that it irequjred ail the 
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authoritj of hb iather ând ail the influence of his 
aunt to induce him to gire up his macérations^ wfaich 
had no small eflect in exdting his poor brain. ' ' * 

''When thèse good and wise £nends saw that he 
was in a Ëiir way to Waste his whole patrimonj in'a 
few years, and to be caist into prison as an enemy to 
ChuTch and State, they took at last the painfiil reso- 
hiticm to hâve him travel, hoping that when hé had 
seen something of sodety and the action of its fiinda- 
mental laws» which are neariy identical in aU dvilized 
countries» he wouM become accustomed to living in 
ity and conforming to its customs. They intmsted 
him to a tutor, an acute Jesuit, a man of the worid, 
— and a dever man, if ever there was one, — who 
understood his task on a hint^ and who took upon 
himself to do ail that they wished without dariog to 
ask it. To speak clearly, they wished him to corrupC 
and tame this wild nature, and break it to the yokè 
of sodety, by inoculadng it drop by drop with those 
sweet and necessary poisons» — yanity, amUtioii, and 
religions, political, and moral indifférence. Do not 
frôwn at my words, dear Porporina. My worthy 
nnde is a simple and good man, who in his yoodi 
accepted ail thèse things as he found tfiem, and who 
through his whole life has known how to recondie 
tolérance with religion and Us duty as a Christian 
with his duty as a nobleman.' In a world and an âge 
wherè but one such man as Albert is fi>und àmong 
millions Uke the rest of us, the wise man is he who 
keeps in harmony with hb âge and with his environ* 
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ment; and he who wishes to go back two thonaand 
yeais into the past ia a madman wbo offienda.hta fid- 
low-men,andconv€rtanobody« ■. .^i .. : 

•< Albert travelledJbrdt^tyean. He visited Italy, 
France, F^g*^"^, . Prustia, Fèland, Rossia, and even 
Tùrkey. He came home by way of Hongary, Soath- 
em Germany and Bararia. . He behaved exceDenây 
during this long excursion, never spènding more than 
the ample aDowance whîch Us rehutvea made hha^ 
writing them sweet and affe ct ionate letter% in ti^iidi 
he spoke only of what he had seen, withoat making 
profound observations on anything whatever, and 
withoQt giving the abbe, his tutor, cause for complainl 
orannoyance* : . . .-,... ., ,; 

** When he retnmed home at the bq;înning of laat 
yeâr, he retired after the first salutations, they say^ 
into the room in which his mother had lived, remained 
there alone for several hours^ and came out, very pak^ 
to walk upon die mountain. ; ^ .!..;..;..'. ::. 

** During tUs time the abbe was haring a confiden* 
dal conversation with the Canoness Wènceslawa and 
the chaplain, who had exacted of him endre frankness 
conceming the physical and moral omditioii of the 
young count' <It may be,* he said, < that the effect 
of travelling suddenly changed Connt Alber^ or it may 
be that I had formed an entirely mistaken impressioo 
of him firom idiat your lordship told me. conceming 
him, but since the very first dayofourasspdatiim he 
has been as you see him to-day, — gentle, cahn, cour* 
téous, patient and exquisitely polite. . This èxcçUent 
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bearing bat not varied for a rà^e instant^ land I 
shookl be the jDost tii^ust of menif I.weretô com^ 
plain of him in the slîg^test'degree. . Notfaing of what 
I ieared bas bappened^—riieitber. extravagant expen- 
ditore, violent outbursts^ dedamatory speecbes» nor ex- 
cessive .ascetidânu He bas nevér desired tomanagie 
bimself tbe little fortune yoa introsted to me, and bas 
never expressed tbe sligbtest dissaris l àc rio ù. : It is trde 
tbâtlalways antidpated bis wisbe^ and vbea I saw 
à béggar comec towards tbe carnage made baste to 
send bim away satisfied before becoold bold ont bis 
band«(^ Tbis course of action succeeded perfecdy, and 
I inay sajr tbat as tbe spectack of povert/and.diseaae 
bardly ever met bis lordsbip's n^t, be .bas not once 
seemed to me to recollect bis old anziêty on tbis 
point Never bave I beard bim scold àny one, find 
finilt witb.anycnstom,or utter an un&vorable criti* 
çisnu ,: The ardent dévotion, vbose excesses yon 
dreaded, seems to bave given phce to a reguhrity of 
conduct and religions observance altogetber suitable 
to a man of tbe woïkL . He bad seen tbe most bifl* 
liant courts of Europe and tbe most ilhistrious assem» 
bCes witboot appearing eitber intoxicated or shocked 
by anytbing» . His bandsome £ice, bb noUe bearing 
and bis quiet pditeness bave, everywbere been re* 
maiked, as well as tbe iinfeiling good. taste of bis 
conversatioiu .:Hisba,bita bave remained as'pure as 
tbose of a young giil, tbou^^ be . bas never diown any 
iU-bred prudisbness» . He bas seen dieatres^ museumt 
and pnUic nK^numentiy and be bas tonversed sobeiiy 
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and judidoudy oa the sabiect of art : In ûmH^ I am 
whûUyunable to undentand the anxietfwfaichhe gave 
jour lordshipt» for I bave always foond bim a reasoo- 
able maiu If tbcre h anjtbing extraoïdinàij aboot 
Mm, it ia just this modération, this prudence, thif 
coolness, this absence of impulses and passons, whkh 
I bave never met in a young man so rîcbly endowed 
by nature, birth and fiHtune.*. ' ' ~ . : rr 

«« This was, indeed, onlf a confirmation of the àbbe*8 
fréquent ktters to the fiunfly; but they had aJwayv 
dreaded some exaggeration on hia part, and thejr wére 
not relieved until he âsserted the moral cure of iny 
cousin, without fisar of b^ig contradicted by the con- 
duct frtiich he should show under the eyes of hia lel^ 
atives. They overwhebned the abbe.with presetits 
ind courtesie% and impatientlyawaited Aibert'sretum 
bùOL bis walk» He was long absent, and wben at hsl 
hèsatdown to suppex^ they werestnickby the paleneaa 
ind gravity of bis countenance. In tKe first. efiudoa 
of ha retum, bis features bad expressed a gentle and 
deep satisfiiction whîch could novr no longer be read 
on them. ' They were astonished, and anxionsly spoke 
to the abbe about it in an undertone* : He lookel at 
Albert, and turning abottt with surprise to thosewho 
bad questioned him, said, f I seenothing extraordinary 
in the count's &ce. It wears the same dignified and 
peaceful expression that I bave always seen iot the 
eight years that I bave bad the honor of accompanying 
ini.! . (/ î ...: t :' ' • '1 t ; ^.r .l-^ i '..i . ! : ...n ;!ri: i.f 

** Count Christian was satisfied with this ançwer. •;:' 
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«' < When he left us,^ he said to his sister/ <be was 
ttill adomed.with the roses of youth, and often^ alas I 
the vicdm of à mental fever which gave résonance 
to his voice and lire to his eye* He bas corne badc 
to os. bronzed by a southera son, wom. a litâe by 
fetigue, perhapSy and wearing the gravity frtiich befits 
amanof hu years. -Do yoa not think, dear sister^ 
thatheisbetterthus?* .v""?t<:'i:' ., ! /,u -.r vj 

***! think him vexy sad beneath his.giavity/ ie» 
pHed my good aunt, < and I hâve never seen a num ofi 
eight-and-twenty so phlegmatic and so sQent ; hè 
only.answeis us in monosyllaUes.': 1 • :- ■ î : i 

^^The count has always been veiy sparing of* 

wordsy* said the abbeJ .'* .: J ' •• *< jI . ' u .. ./ 

, ^'He was not so fonnériy/ repHed the éancmess; 

' if he had weeks of silence and méditation, he had 

days of communicativeness and houis of éloquence,^ : t 

^ * Never/ said the abbe, ' hâve I seen him lay aside 
thé reserve which your excellenqr bas noticed.* :. ' '■ 

'^'Did yoa Uke him better when he talked tôo 
nrach, and said things which fri^tened us?* said 
Count Oiristian to his anxious sister; * that is lika 
a truewomanl*. *: • *• .' •• ••? 

^'3ut he did exist,* said she, 'and now heis like 
an inhabitant of the other world, who has no interest 
intheaffidrsofthiscme.': ' . 

5' ' It is Count Albert's invariable diaracter/ re-; 
plied the abbe. < He is à reserved man, irtio com<!> 
municates his impressions to no one, and who, if I 
I must say so, is impressed by very féw extemal occur- 
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rencet. TUs is the case with «11 cool, ddibeimte; 
thoiig)itfal peoi^e. It is hb nature, and I think that 
if yoa were to trj to excite bim, it would onlj do 
hann to a nature which is oj^Kxed to action and ail 
dangerous innovation.* • ' 

^**0\ I win swear that that is not hîs real characs 
ter ! * saîd the canoncss. • • 

^ <The lady canoneas will change the un&vorablè 
opinion which she is forming conceming so rare'an 
advantage.* ' • •• -' '- ' '»^ = 

««'It is true^nster/ said the coant;<I tlûnk the 
abbe is right. Has he not obtained by his càre and 
hb dévotion the resuit fidiich we s6 grèatljr deâred? 
Has he not averted the mbfortunes which we dreaded ? 
Albert bade fair to be a spendthrift, an enthusia^ a 
viâonary. He cornes back to us ail that heidiould bè 
to deserve the esteem, the confidence and the eon^ 
sideration of hb fellow-men.' ? * . t / - »• 

«''But £uled like an old booV sidd the canoneas» 
'or perfaaps prejudiced against everything, and de^ 
spi^g ail that b not to hb mind. He did not 
seem £^ to see us» who were so impatient fi>r hb 
rctum.'** 

'^'The count was hiinself impatient to retum»* said 
the abbe. ' I could see it, thou{^ he did not manifiest 
itopenly. He b so undêmonstrative 1 Nature bas 
made him reserved.* :: •' ^^ 

'''Mature has made him demcmstmtive, on the 
contrary/ replied my aunt ' He was sometimes vio-' 
len^ sometimes tender to excess. He would often 
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|. make me angxy, but he would throw himself into my 

I annsy and I was disanned«* : \ A 

" * With me,' said the abbe, * therc wa» never any- 

thing to atone for.^ -, r- - , - î 

^ * Believe me, aster, it is better as-it-îs,* said my 
I iiiicle.'j ' ' :• * ':^-î: -.-<! ^ v ' •• î / j ••• 

I M'Alasl* said the canoness, 'will he always hâve 

) that &ce, which frightens me and wrings my heart? * 

I '^' It is the noble and haughty fece which befits ia 

l manofhisrank.* 

j . f^f It is a face of stone 1 * crîed the canoness.* ^ It 

i seems to me that I see his mother, not as I knew her, 

^ senublé and kindly, but as she is painted, motioîQless 

I and stiff in her oaken frame.* . • .: ! ; - - .: ; ; ' • 

\ **'! repeat to your excellency that it has been 

I ' Count Alben's halntual expression for the last eight 

yeais/.:: ?• r. .. ■ :■ . .-.!: ,:■:'. r ■ - 
I ''< Alas I then it is eight years dnce he has smiled 

at any one,* said my good aunt, giving (iree course to 
her tears; < for during the two hours that I hâve been 
watching him I hâve not seen the dightest smile 
enliven his pale and pinched lips. Ah! I long to go 
to him and press him warmly to my heart, repioach 
him for hb indifférence, and scold him as I used to 
do^ to see if he wiU not, as of old, throv himself 
sobbing on my heart** .' > . -il ./.- ^ 

^'Beware of such imprudences^ dear sister,* said 
Count Christian, forcing her to tum away from Albert, 
at whom she was stiU looking with tearfid eyes. . ' Do 
notyield to the weakness of your maternai heart;. we 



ï 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



\. 



CONSUELO. tAx 



he couM detect an exclusive préférence for that per- 
son. But Albert bowed to hb taXxx with coid polhe- 



'''My son,* said the coun^ 'I thinkthat I bave 
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hare proved c»!/ too weO that excessive sensibiEtjr i (|i 

was the scourge of our chîld's life and reaicMU .^ 1 J 
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was the scourge of our chîld's life and reascMU Bf 

distiacting his mind, and keeping him from àO fivdy 

émotion, the abbe^ in accordance wiUi ôùr advice and 

that of the physidans, bas succeeded in calming this 

agitated nature» Do not destroy his work by the I 

caprices of a childish tendemess.* »p 

««The caiiôness submitted to this lêasoniii^ ând 
tried to become accustomed to Albert* s fcy manner; Y ^ 

but she could nbt succeed, and ôften she wôukl 

whisper in hcr brothcr*s ear, » You mày say whiai yoi \ 

like, Christian, but I am afiraid that they bave mâde 
him stupid by treating him, not like a man, biit like 
asickchikL* 

''That evening, as they were about to séparâtes 
they embraced each othen Albert received his 
Catther's Uessing respectfully, and when the can o neas 

pressed him to her breast, he saw that she was moved \ - W 

and that her voice was trembling. He b^;an to ^ ^' I 

tremble also, and he tore himself quickly from her 
arms, as if he felt an acute pain.** 

** ' You see, sister,* murmured the count, < he is not 
accustomed to thèse émotions, and yoa hurt lûm.* \\\ 

'' At the same time, £ur from being reassured, and ^^^ 

deeply moved himself he followed Albert with hb 
eyes, to see whether, by his manner towards the abbe^ ^IM 
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acted according to yoar wishet and the piomptings 
of yotir heart in begging the abbe not to leave us^ as 
he already designed^ but to lemam with us as long as 
possiUe. . I would not hâve jour happiness in retum- 
ing home poisoned by a regret, and I trust tfaat your 
honorable friepd will help us to {^ve you tUsunnûxed 
pkasure.* 

' ''Albert only answered by a profound bow, while a 
stiange smile passed over his fiice. 

^'Âlas l 'said the canoness irtien he had left them, 
<]s it thus that he smiles novr?"* 
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CHAPTER XXVIL ^ 

«« DuRim A]beit*t abseiK^e, the count aixl ihe cânoii^ 
e« had made many plant for their dear child*t fatoxe» 
and espccsaO/ for hia marriage. Wkh his handaome 
bce, hb ilhistrioiia name, and a conndenible. fortune» 
Albert mifi^t aq)ire to a distingnîshed inatdu Butin 
^>f ff a remuant of Indolenoe or timklify thould pre^ 
vent him from appearing .fisivorabty in sodety or 
maUng a good impresnoo; they held in réserve a 
jToung pexson who was as well bom as he, rince she 
was hb courin gennan» and bore his name — ^.less ricb 
than he, but an only child, and prettf as one is at 
rixteen» when one is fresh and adomed witfa wbat in 
France iscalledthe' beauté du diable.* This yonng 
person was Amelia, the Bàioness of Rndolstadt^ your 
humble servant and yournewfinend.^. c I :î • 

*< ' Amelia,* they said to each otfaer, ' has hever seen 
anymen» &ou^ up in a coovent, Ae wiQ na^doubt 
be fjiBà enough to leave it to. marry. She can hardly 
hope for a better match ; and as for the peculiarities 
which may stiU marie her husband's character» thé old 
fiuniliarity of childhoody the relationshîft and a fev 
months of his society wiU surdy overcome any repog* 
nance to them, and induce her» if ooly from fiunily 
pride, to bear in silence what a stranger would no^' 
perfaapsy endure.' They were sure of my fiithei's 
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consent, for he had never wished differentlj from his 
elder brotfaer and his sister, having, indeed, no will 



]\ 1 of his own. 

il 



^ When, after a fortnight of carefiil examination, m/ 
nncle and aunt were compelled to admit that constant 
mdancholy and extrême reserve formed die baàs of 
my cousin*! character, they understood that this last 
représentative of the iamily woold never reflect anj 
j^iy npon it by his personal achiévemcnts.' . He 
showed no inclination to play any brilliant part In the 
worli^ èither in the army, in diplomacy, or in the civil 
service. To ail their suggestions,, he replied with a 
reâgned air that he would càrry out the wishes of the 
Ëunily, but that for himself he desired neither weidtb 
nor gbfy. After aO, this indolent nature was but aa 
exaggerated reproduction of that of his iather,-^'that 
calm man, whose patience borders on apathy, anii 
wfaose inodesty is a sort of abnégation. What j^vêt 
to my unde à character which his .son does not posf 
sess is his strong. sensé of his duty to sodety. - His 
£aEther and mine had borne arms under'MontecàcuIQ 
against Tùrennè. They had'brought to the War A 
sort of religions feeling^ iki^ired \ff the iiiiperial 
majesty. This^age, which is more enlightehéd, bai 
deprived kings of this auréolé, and the youth bf 
to-day no longer allow themselves to believe in either 
crown or tianu When my unde^attempted to revive 
the andent cKîvalric ardor in hîs son, he fomkd that 
Us atgumentshad no force in the eyes of thiscôtif 
tenqptooasTeâaoïier.' vi-^ 'v/r \' i.:W > .•<.\v^^:.-^ 
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** ' Since this is the case»* laid my ande and aimt. 
Met us not thwart him. LeC tu not endanger this 
quesdonable cure whkh bas given us a lifeksi man 
instead of a lurious (me. Let him live peacefiiDy in 
his own way and be a studious phOosoiÂer, as some 
of his ancestors hâve been, or an enthuâastic sports- 
man, like our brother Frederick, or a just and benefi- 
cent master, as I strive to be. Let him henceforth 
lead the quiet and inofiensive life of an oU man; he 
win be the first of the Rudolstadts who has had no 
youth. But as he must not be the last of his race^ 
let us make haste to marry him, .that the inheritors of 
our name may speedily fin up this Uank in the scories 
ofourfamîly. Who can tell? Perhaps the generoiis 
blood of his ancestors is reposmg in lus veins by the 
win of Providence, that it may revive prouder and 
more, fiery in the veins of his descendants.* 

^ So it was decided that they should propose mar» 
riage to my Cousin Albert. The matter was broached 
gently at first, and when they found him as little 
disposed to this step as to any other, they q;>oke 
more seriously and eamestly. He objected his timid* 
ity andawkwardness wiih women. ' It is certain,' said 
my aunt, 'that in my youth so serions a loveras Albeit 
would hâve frightened me rather than attracted me, 
and that I would not hâve exchanged my hump fat 
his sodety/ 

"'Then,* said my unde, «we must M back on oor 
last resourqe, and marry him to Amelia. He knew 
her as a chiM, he regards her as a sister, and he wffl 
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be less timid wiUi her. Beâdes, herchaiacter is viva- 
dous and energetic» and she may correct, by her brîght- 
ness, the melancholy whîch seems to be growing on 
him more and more.* 

<< Albert showed no répugnance to the project^ 
and without acquiescing podtîvety, consented ta see 
me and Imow me. It was agreed'that I shoold not 
be infonned of anjrthing, to save me from the mor- 
tification of a possible refosal on his part. They 
wrote to my iather, and as soon as they received his 
assenty began to take the steps needful to obtain firom 
the pope the dispensation which our consangoinity 
made necessary. At the same time, my Êither with* 
drew me from the convent, and one fine moming 
we arrived at the Castle of the Gianta^ — I very glad 
to breathe the free air and impatient to see my be- 
trothed, my good Êither liill of hope, and fimçying 
that he had concealed from me a project which he 
had unwittingly frilly revealed to me on the jonmey. 

^The first things which stmck me in Albert were ' 
his handsome Êice and hisdignified bearing. Iconfess, 
dear Nina, that my heart beat violently when he kissed 
my hand, and bft some days I was charmed \sf hb 
look and his slightest wonL Hb serions manner did. 
not displease me, and he did not seem the least in 
the world constrained with me. Hecalled mê'thee* 
and ' thon ' as in onr childhood, and irtien he wished 
to correct himself, for fear of commitdng a breach 
of the proprietie% oor frunily anthorized him, and 
ahnost begged him, to continue hisold &mifiaii^ with 
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me. My gayetj somedmes made bim smOe, and mj 
good annt, transported with joy, ascribed to me a 
cure which she believed to be radkaL In sh<^ he 
treated me with the kJndKnem and gentlene« that 
one bas for a chOd, and I was satisfied with that, 
thinking that he would toon pajr more attention to 
the sprig^tline» of my manner, and the charming 
cotu me i whirh I wore to please hinu 

^ But I soon had the mortification to see that he 
cared little fi>r the (me and did not eren notice the 
other. One day my aunt caUed his attention to a 
charming bhie gown which I had worn, and whkh 
fitted me to perfection. He asserted that it was red. 
The abbe, his tutor, who atways had a honeye4 com* 
pliment at the end of his tongne, and who wished to 
give him a ksson in gallantry, cried that he coold 
easQy understand why Connt Albert did not notice 
the color of my gowns. It was an excellent opporta- 
nity for Albert to say something pretty to me about the 
roses on my cheeks or the gdd in my hair; but he 
contented himself by remarking diyly to the abbe 
that he was entirely compétent to teU the odor of my 
gowns^ and that this one was blood red* 

^ I do not know why this rudeness and this oddi^ 
gave me a shudder* I glanced at Albert, and saw a 
look in his eyes which firightened me. From that day 
I began to fear rather than to love him. Soon I did 
not love him at ail, and now I neither fear nor love 
him. I âmply pity him.^ You will see irtiy, little hf 
litde» and you will underrtand me. 
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"The nert day we were to go to TansSy the nearest 
towiif to do 8ome shopping. I anticipated a great 
deal of pleasure from this excursion, for Albert and I 
were to go on horseback* I was dressed and waiting 
for him. The carnages were ready in the courtyard, 
but he had not yet appeared* His^yalet said that he 
had knodxd at his door at the usual hour. They 
sent him to see if Albert was getting ready. It was 
one of my couan's fandes always to dress alone, and 
never to allow a servant in his room until he had 
corne out of it himselC But it was in vain that they 
knocked ; there was no answer. His fisither, uneasy at 
this silence, went up to his room, and could neither 
open the door, which was locked on the inside, nor 
obtun any reply. Theybegan to be greadyfright* 
ened, when the abbe remarked tranquilly that'Count 
Albert was subject to long fits of heavy sleep, and that 
when he was suddenly aroused firom them he was ner- 
vous and unweQ for several days. 

'''But this is a real disease,* said the canoness 
tnxioady. 

"<! do not think so,' replied the abbe. 'The 
phyâdans whom I called in when he was sleeping in 
this way fbund no symptoms of fever, and attributed 
bis exhanstion to the effects of excesâve 14>or or re- 
flecdon. They advised me not to oppose this désire 
for rest and forgetfulness.' 

"'And this happens frequently?* asked my unde. 

"' I hâve not noticed the phenomenon more than 
five Qd six times in dght years»' replied the abbe, 'and 
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having never distoibed him, I hâve nevor observed 
tny unfortunate results.* 

«''Doesitlastlong?* I asked, very impattendj. 

«««That,' said the abbe, Mepends on the kogth of 
the sleei^essness which has preceded or occanooed 
this fatigae ; bat it is impossible to tell, for the covmt 
never remembers the cause of thèse attacks, or irill 
net reveal it He is a remaïkably hard in»ker, and 
conceak it with rare modestj.* . < 

<< 'Then he is veiy leamed? ' I said. 

•• ' He is extremely kamed.* 

<< < And he never displays his leaming?* 

«««He hides it, and !s hardly amsdoas of it 
hirnselt* 

«* * Then of what vahie is it ? ' 

<*< Genius b like beauty/ replied this Jesoitiod 
courtier, looking at me gaDantly; 'both are gifts of 
Heaven which evoke neither pride thxx émotion in those 
whopossess them.' 

''I onderstood the implied lesson, and was only 
the more angiy, as yoa may suppose. They resolved 
to wait tiU my cousin should awa^e before going ont; 
but when I savno signs of him at the end of a couple 
of hbursy I went and took off my handsome riding- 
habit, and sat down at my embroidery frame, where 
Ibrokeagreatdealof silkand dropped manysdtdies. 
I was furious at the impertinence of Albert, who fbr- 
got himself over his books when he was to ride with 
me, and was now enjoying a peaceful stumber while 
I waited for hinu The day drew on, and we had to 
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gbe up the excuisioiL My father, tnisting to the 
abbe's accoont, took his gun and went out to shoot 
a hare or two. My annt, more anxioua^ went np- 
stairs more tfaan twenty times to listen athernephew's 
door, withoot being aUe to hear even the soond of Us 
beatfaîng. The poOT woman was gready distressed 
at my anger. As for my nncle, he look a book of 
devodon to occapy his mind, and began to read it m 
a corner of the drawing-room with a résignation which 
made me want to leap from the window. At last^ 
towards evening, my aunt came in qoite joyfid, and 
told os that she had heard Albert get np and begin 
drèssing. The abbe advised us not to appear anxions 
or surprisedf not to question the yoong count, and to 
try to divert him if he showed any annoyance at his 
misadventore. 

'^ ' Bn t if my cousin is not ill, he mnst be a maniac 1 ' 
I criedy a litde carried away.' 

** At this hard qpeech I saw my unde's fece change» 
and I was instantly fifled irith remorse. But when 
Albert came in withoot apoloj^ing to any one, and 
without at ail appearing to suspect our annoyance, I 
was enraged, and received him veiy coldly. He did 
not even notice it, but appeared absorbed in his 
reflections» . - 

''That evening my fether thought that alittie music 
would enliven him. I had not yet sung for Albert^ 
for my harp had <»ily arrived the day before. I wiO 
not boast to you, leamed Porporina, of knowing a 
great deal about music, but you wiQ see that I haire 
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a pretty voice» and am not lacUng in natunl faste. 
I had to be presMd, for I fdt more IDce crying than 
nnging. Albert did not saj a word to encourage me. 
At last I yielded ; bat I sang very badly, and Albert 
had the nideness to go out at the end of a few ban» 
as if my voice set lus teeth on edge. It took ail the 
strength of my pride to prevent me from bursdng 
into tears, and to enable me to finish my air withont 
brealdng the strings of my harp. My annt had fol- 
lowed her nephew, my fiuher was asleep^ my onde 
was waiting near the door for his sister to retom and 
tell him about his son. The abbe alone remained to 
pay me some compliments which irritated me more 
than the indifférence of the others. 

'''It seemsy' I said tohim, 'that my coosin b not 
fond of mosic* 

" * On the contrary, he is very fond of it,' he re- 
plied ; ' but it dépends* — 

"'It dépends on how it te song?* I said, inter- 
ruptinghim. 

"'It dépends,' he replied, withont being in the 
least disconcerted, 'upon the conditicm of hte mind. 
Sometimes music does him good, sometimes harm. 
Yon nrast, I am sure, hâve moved him so deeply that 
he feared he could not contain himseUl IGs depait- 
nre te more flattering for yon than the hi^^iest enlo- 
S^oms.* 

"There was something so sly and so sarcastic in 
thèse compliments that I hated the abbe. Bot I was 
soon freed firom hte présence, as yon wîll leam." 
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CHAPTER XXVIIL 

** The next day my aiint, who-iarely speaks unless 
her heart is deeply moved, uofortumitely engaged in 
a convenation with the abbe and the chaplain. Be- 
sides her famîly affections, which almost wholly absorb 
her» there is but one thing for which she cares ; that 
iSy her family pride. Consequently she did not &il 
to indnlge it by discoursing about her genealogy, and 
by proving to the tvo priests that our family is the 
purest^ the most illustrious and the most excellent in 
an Germany» espedally on the female side. The 
abbe was listening to her patiendy and the chaplain 
reverently, when Albert, who did not seem to be lis- 
tening at ail, intemipted her with some animaticHU 

'^'It seems to me, my dearaunt,* said he, 'that 
yott are somewhat mistaken aboat the excellence of 
our ÊunOy. It is tnie that the nobility and the tides 
of our ancestors date Ëir enoogh back ; but a Êunily 
which loses its name, which, in a certain sensé, abjures 
it, to take that of a woman alien in race and religion, 
gives np ail right to boast of its andent virtue and its 
fidelity to the gloiy of its countiy.' 

^'This remark gready annoyed my annt, but as the 
abbe had appeared to prick np his ears, she felt that 
die ouj^t to reply to it 

'^ ' I do not agrée with yoo, my dear childp' said 
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she. « inastrious fiumHet hâve often been known to 

make tfaemsehres stiO more ilhistrious, and ytxf ptop- 

eriy, by adding to their own name that of a inateiiial Ifji 

brandi, that the hein may not be deprived of the 

honor which belongs to them as beîng descended 

from a wOToan of serions paientage.' 

««Bot tUs nde does not apply to onr case,' le- 
pfied Albert, with a tenadty which was nnosnal to 
hioL ' I can tmderstand the union of two iDustrioas 
naniet. I think it very prqper for a woman to trana- 
mit to her children her own name, jotned to that of 
her husband* But the entire suppression of the man's 
name seems to me an outrage on the part of her who 
asks it, a cowardice on the part of him who submits 
to ÎL' fj\\ 

**' You are recalling very andent history, Albert,* 
said the canoness, with a deep âgh, *and you apply 
the rule more wrongly than L The abbe mijg^t X\i,] 

think, to lîsten to you, that one of our maie ancestocs l* i \ 

had been guilty of a cowardice; and as you know so l \^ \ 

weQ things of which I thought you ignorant^ j^ou ^ 

should not hâve made such a remark about poHdcal 
events wUch happened long before our time, thank * 

Heavenl' 

** 'If my remark disturbs you, I wîU recount the 
lacts^ so as to free our ancestor Withok), the last \\ 

Count of Fddiebrad, of any injurious imputation. 
This seems to interest my coudn,' he added, seeing 
me listen, with wide-eyed surprise, at his engaging in. 
a controv ersy so fbreign to his philosophie ideas and 
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habituai silence. ' Yoa must know, Amelia, that oor 
great-grandfather Wrattdaw was not more than four 
years oM when his mother, Ulrica, of Rudoktadt, 
thought it her daty to deprive him of his own name, 
the name of his fathers» which was Podiebrad, and to 
inflict npon him the Saxon name which yoa and I 
bear to-day, — you withoot blôshing for it; I with- 
out being proad of it»* . 

^ * It is qoite usdess»* said my Unde Christian, who 
appeared veiy ill at ease» 'to recall events which 
happened so long ago.' . 

''^It seéms tô me,' said Albert^ ' that my annt went 
much &rther back into the past when she was re- 
comiting the migh^ deeds of the Rudolstadts» and I 
do not see why it should be in bad taste for one of 
ns to q>eak of events which are hardly a hmidied and 
twenty years old, if he happens to recoUect that he is 
by Urdi a Bohemian and not a Saxon, and that his 
name is Pôdiebrad and not Radobtadt' 

*** I knew/ said the abbe, who had been listening 
to Albert with a certain interest, ' that your fiunily was 
alHed in the past to the royal house of George Pôdie- 
brad, but I did not know that yoa were so directiy 
descended firom it as to bear its name.' 

^ ' My aimt, who knows how to constmct fiunfly 
trees, has seen fit to eut down in her own mind the 
andent and vénérable one firom whose stodc we are 
spnmg. Bat a fimifly tree, on which oar gtorioas bat 
gjoomy history has been written in letters of blood^ 
stin stands on the neighboring mountain.' 
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<* As Albert became more excited as be spoke, and IL 

as my unde*s fiice grew darker and darker, the abbe j^' ■*' 

attempted to change the conversation, although his ' , 

coriodty was greatly exdted. But I was too mncfa V 

interested to let it diop. l 

** • What do yoa mean» Albert? ' I cried, diawing f> 

near hiuL 

'^'No Podiebrad shookl be ignorant of what I 
mean,' he replied. ' I mean that the old oak of the 
Rock of Terror, which yoa see every day from yoar 
window, Amelia, an4.under which I advise yoa never 
to sit down withoot commending yoar sool to God, 
bore» three hundred years ago, somewhat heavier fruit 
than the dried-up acoms which it can haidly bring 
forth to-day/ 

'''It is a frightfbl narrative,' said the appaOed 
chaplain, ' and I do not know who can bave told it 
toyoo.' 

" ' The traditions of the coontry, and perfaaps some- 
thing stiU more trastworthy/ replied Albert ; * for it 
is useless to bam iamQy archives and historical doca- 
ments, chaplain ; it is useless to educate children in 
ignorance of the past, to impose silence on the simple 
by sophistry, on the weak by threats; for neither the ' t | 

fear of despotîsm nor the dread of hell can slence 7 

the thousand voices of the past which we hear cm J- 

eveiy side. No, nol Terrible as they are, they 
q>eak too loud for a priest to silence them I They 
speak to our soûls in sleep by the mouth of the 
spirits who rise to wam us, and to our ears in eveiy 
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Sound of Nature ; they issue even fkom the tiunks of 
tieesy like the voices of gods in the sacred woods, to 
relate to us the crimes^ the exploits and the misfor- 
tunes of our Csithers.' 

'"And why; my poor child,* said the canoness, 'do 
you fin your mind with these-Ùtter thouj^ts and 
mournful memories?* 

*" It is your généalogies» aunt, — the excursion wfaich 
you made into the past ages^ — which revived in me 
the;memoiy of the fifteen monks hanged upon the 
branches of the oak by the hands of <Hie of mj an- 
cestorsy — oh 1 the greatest^ the most persevering, the 
most terrible ; him whom they called the redoubtaUe 
blind man» the invincible John 2nska the Calixtine 1 ' 

''The sublime 'and abhorred name of the chief of 
the Taboritesy a sect who» in the Husnte War» exceOed 
the other reformers in energy, bravery, and cruelty, 
fell like lightnîng upon the abbe and the chaplam. 
Tbt latter crossed bimsel^ while my aunt pushed back 
her chair, ^riilch was dose to Âlbert*s. 

"'Good Heaven l' she cried, 'what does the child 
mean? Do not listen to him, abbe. Never, no, never 
has our Êunfly had connection or association with the 
reprobate whose abominable name he has just pro- 
noonced.* 

" ' Speak for yourself, aunt,' said Albert, eneigeti* 
cally, 'you are a Rudolstadt at heart, thoug^ in iact 
you are a Podiebrad. But as for me, I hâve in my 
veins a few drops more of Bohemian, and a few drops 
ksi of alien bkxxL My mother had neither Saxons 
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nor Bavarians nor Prassians in ber fiunOy tree. She 

was of pure Slay bkxxL And as yoa do not seem to 

caie rniich Car a nobDity to wfaich yoa do not belong^ 

I, wbo am piood of my nobiE^, will tell yoo, if yoa 

do not know it, will remind yoa, if yoa hâve fozgotten 

it^ tbat John Sska kft a dao^te^ irho mairied a 1 1 1 

Piadialitz; andthat my mother, being a FrachaEts, 

deacended in direct fine 6om John Zska by Ihe (1 

fismale nde^ as yoa are descended firom the Rndol- -' 

stadti^aantr 

*< « Thb b a dieam^ a mistake» Albert ! ' 

^'No^ dear aont; I leare it to the rhafilainj who 
is a tzathfid and God-fearii^ man. He hashadinhis 
hands the iwrrhmmts which proved it.' 

^ < I? ' cried tfie chai^ain, pale as deatfa. 

« < Yoa may admit it wîdioat Uashing befiare the 
abbe,* replied Albert with bitter irony, 'ânce yoa 
did yoor daty as a Cathofic priest and an Aostrian 
subject by bomii^ them the daj after my mothei's 
death.' 

^'This action, ordained by my amsdence, had ^ 

none bot God to witnessl' saîd the chapUin, still 
paîeryet 'CoontAIbeit,whocoa]dhaTerevealedto ]i 

^•1 bave already told yoa, chaplaîn — the ydoe ' 1 

which q>eaks yet looder than a priestV { •{ 

<«<Whatvoic^ Albert?' lasked^deeplyinterested. ^ 

<* *The voice wfaich speaks in deep/ said AlbeiL 

« « But that cxplains noChinc^' said Coant Christian^ 
sad and thggghrftiL 
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«««The voice of blood, &therr said Albert in a . 
tone which made os ail tremble. 

'"Âlasl* said my uncle, dasping his banda, ' thèse 
are the same dream% the same imaginations^ which 
tormented bis poor mother. She must bave spoken 
of ail this befôre the child doring her ilbiess,* said he, 
leaning towards my aunt, ' and bis mind mnst bave 
been impressed by them then*' 

''' Impossible, brotherl' replied the canoness; 
'Albert was not three years old when be lost his 
mother.* 

'^'Rather/ said the cbapbûn, in a lov voice, 'must 1 
there bave remained in the bouse some of those ac* 
cursed beretica] writings, filled with lies and impiety^ 
which she preserved from iamily pride, but which she 
sacrificed in her last bours.* 

''< No, none of them lemain,' said Albert, wbo had 
not lost one of the chaplain*s words» althou^ the 
good man had spoken low, and Albert, wbo was walk- 
ing about exdtedly, was at the opposite end of the 
large drawing-room* ' You well koow, chaplain, that 
you destroyed them ail, and that you searched in 
every part of her chamber the day after her death.' 

** 'Wbo can bave assisted your memory in thb way 
(HT led it astray, Albert? ' adced Count Christian se- 
verely. <What fidthless or imprudent servant bas 
trouUed your young mind by the account, no doubt 
exaggerated, of thèse domesdc incidents? ' 

'' < Not one of them, fiuher. I swear it upon my 
religion and my conscience.* 
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««'The enemy of mankind lus had a hand in thii^' 
said the frightencd chaphin. 

** *It wotild be more charitable and more Christian 
to think/ remarked the abbe, < that Coont Albert has 
an extraordinary memory, and that events wUch do 
not osuany impress chîkben of hb tendec years hâve 
remained graven on his mind. What I hâve seen of 
his rare intelligence makes me beUeve that his reaaon 
developed very eaily ; and as for hb fiM:iilty for re- 
memberingy it has often i^peared to me prodigions.* 

<'< It appeari prodigions to yon becanse yoa aie 
absolutely devoid of it,' said Albert» dryly. 'For 
instance, do yoa recollect what yoa did in the year 
1619, after Withold Pbdiebrad, the Protestant, the 
valiant, the iaithful (yoar ancestc^, dear aant), the 
last who bore oor name, had dyed with his blood 
the Rpck of Terror? I woald wager that yoa hâve 
foigotten what yoa did on this occasion, abbe.' 

** * I hâve entirdy ibrgotten it, I confess,* repHed 
the abbe, with a mocking smile, which was not in 
good taste at a moment when it was becoming évident 
to us ail that Albert was completdy wandering. 

"' WeD, I win rccall ît to yoa,' Albert went on. 
'Yoa quickly advised the impérial soMiers who had 
committed the deed to fly or conceal themsehres, 
becanse the workmen of Filsen, who had the coaiage 
to avow themselves Protestants, and who adored 
Withok), were coming to avenge the death of thôr 
master, and preparing to cat them to pièces. Then 
yoa came and foond my ancestor, Ulrica, Withokl's 
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tremblîng and frîghtened widow, and yoa promised to 
make her peace with the Emperor Ferdinand II., and 
to préserve her estâtes, her titles» her liberty, and the 
Cves of her childien, if she wonld follow ycmr advioe 
and pay yon for your services. She consented. Her 
maternai love prompted tbis^act of weakness. She 
did not respect the martyrdom of her noble hnsband. 
She had been a Catholic, and had abjured only for 
love of him. She cotdd not accept poverty» proscrip- 
tion, and persécution to préserve for her children a 
faith which herhusband had just seakd with his blood, 
and a name which he had rendered more iHastrious „ 
than ail hb ancestors, — Hnsâtes» Calixtines^ Tabor- 
itesy OrphanSy United Brethren, or Lutherans. [AU 
! thèse names» dear Porporina, are those of varions 

sects which nnited the heresy of John Huss to that 
^ of Luther, and to which oor branch of the Podie- 

brads had probably belonged.] In short,' Albert 
î went on, ' the Saxon woman was afraid, and yielded. 

; Yoa took possesdon of the casde, yon sent away the 

/ impérial troops, yoa protected our estâtes. Yoa 

( made an immense auto-da-ie of oor tide-deeds and 

oor archives. That is why my sont, happQy for her, 
cannot xeconstract the Êunily tree of the Podiebrads, 
and is redaced to feeding on the more digestible pas» 
tare of the Radoktadts. As the price of yoar ser> 
^ vices, yoa were made rich — veryrkrh. Ihreemonths 

afterwards, Ulrica was aUowed to go to Vienna to Idss 
the hand of the emperor, who gradoudy permitted 
her to denaticmalixe her children, to hâve them biOQS^t 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



r-^. 



.» ! 



.'.. 



■j ' ' . . \t^ 



\ 



II 



Digitiz ed by VjQOQJg 



t t 
* î 

I 



U 



I iii*rf»iM*i— >*■■ wr» I 



:.„ « j:: 






•- i.r •'..': .;f : T r'.- : ^ 



Portrait of Martin Luther. 
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up by yoa in the Roman fidth, and to enlist them 

later nnder the same flag against wfaich their &ther 

and theirancestonhad foo^t sovaliandjT* Wewere \\^ 

enroUed, my sont and I« in the ranks of Austrian 

tyranny/ — 

^ ' Your sons and yon ! * cried my aimt, despair- 
ingly» seeing that he was aU astray. 

** < Yes, my sons Sigismond and Rndolpht* lepBed 
Albert, very seriondy. 

'''They are the names of my Êither and nnde»* 
said Coont Christian. 'Albert, what are yoa thinking iî 

aboat? Come to yoorseU^ my son. More than a ^|. 

centory has passed since thèse painfbl events were or- 
dained by Providence.* 

<< Albert would not admit that he was wrong. He 
thooght, and tried to make us believe, that he was 
Wratislaw, the son of Withold, and the first of the 
Podiebrads who bore the teaternàl name of Rndol- 
stadt He told us the story of his childhood, the dis- 
tinct recollection that he had of Coont Withold's \ \ j - 
death, which he attributed wholly to the Jesuit Dit- 
mar (who, according to him, was none other than the 
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abbe, bit tutor), the deep hatred that, in his child- ;t|f i^ 

hood, he had felt for Ditmar, for Amtria, fi>r the im- fljl 

periaiists, and for the Catholics. After that^ hi« \n 

recoUections appeaied to become oonfosed, and he 
added a thoasand incompréhensible things conceming 
etemal life and the reappearance of men npon eaith, 
qaoting that article of the Hnsâte belief which de» 
dared that John Huas was to retum to Bohemia a . 
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hundied yean after his death and finish his work; 
claiming that the prédiction had been realized, ànce 
Luther was John Huss resusdtated. What he said 
was a mixture of heresy, superstition, obscure meta* 
physics and poetical raving; and he dedaimed it aU 
widi such an i^ppearance of conviction, with such de* 
tailed, exact and interesting réminiscences of what he 
insisted that he had seen, not only in the person of 
Wradslaw, but also in that of John 23skay and I know 
not how many others^ who, he asserted, had been his 
own embodiments during the past^ that we were 
aghast at hearing him, and not one of us had the 
courage to interrupt or contradict him. My unde 
and aunt| to whom his dérangement caused firîghtful 
suffering, for it seemed blasphemous to them, wished 
at least to understand it thoroughly; for it was the 
first time that it had been displayed openly, and it 
was necessary to know its cause, that an attempt 
mig^t be made to conquer it. The abbe tried to 
tum the aflair into a jest, and make us believe that 
Count Albert hitd a sarcasdc bent, which caused him 
to take pleasure in mystifying us with his incrediUe 
leandng. 

- ^The canoness^ whose ardent dévotion is not bx 
removed from superstition, and who was beginning to 
believe implidtly what her nephew said, recdved the 
abbe*s suggestions very coldly, and advised him to 
keep his jesting explanations for a more festive ooca* 
sioQ. Tten she made a violent efibrt to induce Al* 
bert to retract the errors which crowded his brain. 
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<<<Take care, aunt,* cried Albert, impatiendy, 
< that I do not teD yoa wbo yoa are. I bave never 
been wâling to know, but something wams me that 
now the Saxoo inrica is somewhere near me.* >;i \ \ \ 

<<«AVhat, mypoorbojTl* sakl she, 'doyoa think \ 

that that prudent and devoted ancestor, who was abk "^ 

to préserve the lives of her chOdren, the inheritance 
of her descendant!, and the lands and honon which 
they enjoy, lives again in me? Well, Albert, I love 
jou so much that for yoa I would do more. I would 
give my life, if at that cost I coukl cakn your trouUed 
spirit.' 

*^ Albert looked at her for some moments with an* I 

expression which was both severe and tender* At last 
he drew near to her, knelt at her feet, and said, — 

*^ ' No, no 1 You are an angel, and you once par> . . , 

took of the communion in the wooden cup of the ! P ' ; î^ 

Husâtes. But the Saxon is hère, neverthdess, and I 
hâve heard her voice several Umet to-day/ 

^ ' Let us suppose that I am she, Albeit,* said I, 
attempting to divert him, ' and do not Uame me too 

much for not having given yoa to the scaffold in \ L - 

i6i9.* \ \\' 

"'You, my mother 1* said he, looking at me with 
a firightful expression; 'do not say that, fori couU 
never foigive you. God has caused me to be bom 
again fix>m the womb of a stronger woman; he has 
strengthened me with the blood of John Ziska, and 
restored to me my own substance, iiriiich had gone 
astray, I know not how. Amelia, do not look at me ; 
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above ail» do not speak to mel It is yoor voice 
which causes me ail the pain I feel to-day/ 

'^ As he said this» Albert went ont hurriedlyy leaving 
us in consternation at the dreadful disdosures which 
he had just made to us of the dérangement of his 
intellect 

^ It was then two o'dock. We had dined quietly, 
and Albert had drank nothing but water, so that we 
could not hope that his madness was the eficct of 
intoxication. My aimt and the cluq>laîn rose at once 
to foUow him and care for him, thinJdng that he must 
be very ilL But strange to say, Albert had already 
disappeared, as if by enchantment. They could not 
find him in his own room or in that of his mother^ 
where he would often lock himself up — or anywhere 
else in the castle. They sought for him in the 
garden, in the préserves^ in the neighboring woods, 
and upon the mountains. Nobody had seen him, 
hij^ or low. His footprints were not vidUe anywhere. 
That day and night went by in thb way. No one 
went to bed, and the servants were afoot till day- 
break» seeking him with torches. 

<<The whole iamOy betook itself to prayer. We 
passed the next day in the same anxietj, and the 
nij^ which foUowed in the same consternation. I 
cannot tell you what a terrori felt,— I, who had never 
suffered in my life, or been fri j^tened at domestic 
occurrences of such importance. I bdieved serionsly 
that Albert had either kiUed himself or fled forever, 
and I was seized with convuUons and a violent fever. 
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I sdn retained traces of myloveamid the fright which 

so strange iiid awiul a bdng inspiied in me. My 

'£uher stiU had strength to go huntmg, fancying thi^ % 

he might find Albert in die depths of the wood. My 

poor aunt was overwhelmed with grie^ bat she le* ri 

mained active and couiageous^ taking care of me, and \ 

endeavoring to réassure everyone. My unde spent 

his whole time in prayer, night and day. \llien I saw 

his faith and his stoical submission to the wiU of 

Heaven, I was sorxy that I was not religioQs. 

*'The abbe aflected some sorrow, but pretended to '. t 

feel no anxie^. It was true, he said« that Albert had \ ' 

never before disappeared in this way ; b(it he often 
felt the need of solitude and contemplation* He 
thought that the only remedy for thèse singular symp- 

toms was never to thwart them, and to appear not to ' 

pay too much attention to them. The truth is» that j 

this scheming and profoundly selfish ntan had cared - 1|| 

only for the large salary attached to his positicm as 
tutor, and had made his engagement last as long as 
possible by decdving the fiunOy in r^ard to the good 
results of his efforts. Occupied with hb business and h 

pleasuresy he had abandimed Albert to his own ^)_ 

devices. Perhaps he had often seen him ill, often 

exdted. He had undoubtedly left his fandet un- *m, 

checked. One thing is certain, and that b that he \ 

had had the adroitness to conceal Albert's aberrations 
from every one who could hâve told us of them; for 
in ail the letters which my unde received conceming 
Us son, there was never anything but praise for his 



\ 



«86 CONSURLÙ. 

bearii^ and compliments on his peisonal appearance. 
Albert had nowhere the reputatkm of an invalid or a 
madman. Whatever it may hâve been, his inward 
life during those eigfat jears has remained to us an 
impénétrable secret The abbe, seeing that he had 
not reappeared at the end of thiee days, and fearing 
that he himself might soffer some disadvantage from 
this occurrence, set out in search of him, saying that 
he would look îx him in Prague, where he had no 
doubt been drawn by the désire to seek some rare 
book. 

<<'He b like those leamed men,' hesaid, 'who 
become absorbed in their studîes, and forget the 
whole world in satisfying their innocent passion.' 

''The abbe departed, and never retumed* 

'' After seven dajrs of mortal anguish, and just as 
we were beginning to despair, my annt was pasnng 
before Albert's room about evening, when she saw the 
door wide open and Albert sitting in his chair, patting 
his dog, which had accompanied him on his mysteri- 
ous joumey. His garments were neither soflcd nor 
tom, only the silver lace upon them was somewhat 
Uackened, as if he had come fix>m a damp place, or 
had been spending his nights in the open air* His 
shoes did not indicate that he had walked much, but 
his hair and his beard showed that he had km;^ been 
careless of his person. Since that day he has alwayi 
refosed to. shave or to wear powder like other men; 
that is why you took him for a gfaost 

''My annt spiang toward 1dm with a great ciy. 
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««'What b die mmtter, dear atint?' hesaid^ashe 
kissed her haïkL ' One would say tfaat 7011 had not i ;. ■ 

seen me for an âge.* V I\r 

««'But^ mf poor childl' tbe cried^'it b aeren ^^- 

days since you left us witboat saying a woid, — aeren 
mortal daysy seven dieadful nig^ts» that we hâve q>ent 
in seeking» weeplng and praying for you I ' 

«<<Seven days?* said Albert, looking at herwith 
surprise, 'seven hours, you mean, dear aunt^ fori 
went out this moming fo^r a walk, and hâve retnmed 
in time to sup with you. Hov coukl you hâve been 
so anxious about so short an absence?' 

*^ * Oh, certainly/ said she, fearing to aggravate his 
iilby revealing it to him; 'my tongue diiq>ed. I 
meant to say seven hours. I was anxious becanse 
you are not accustomed to such long walk% and then 
I had a bad dream last night. I was very foolish.' 1i 

<"Dear aunti exceflent friendl' said Albert, as l\ 

he covered her hands with kisses, ' you love me like a 1 1 

little childl I hope my fiuher é&i not share your .4 ' 

anxiety/ ^ }h 

<<*Notata]L He is wûting for you to join him al ^ 

supper. You must be very hungiy ? ' 

'« ' Not in the least I dined very weH* 

"'Whcre, how, Albert?' 

'< * Hère, this moming^ with you, dear aunt You |l^.| 

hâve not quite recovered yourself yet, I see. Oh, 
how grieved I am that I caused you such a ftij^ 1 
How could I hâve guessed it?' 

<<'You kncw that I am natnraOy nervous. But 
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where hâve you eaten and slept since yoa hâve been 
airay?* 

** < How could I need to eat or sleep nnce this 
moimiig?* 

" ' You do not fed ffl? • 

«<' Not the least in the worid«* 

** ' Nor tired? Yoa must hâve walked a great deal 
and climbed mountains. It b veiy haid woïk. Where 
hâve yoa been?* 

^Albert placed hU hand over hîs ejrei, as if to 
recoUecty bat he coaUL not telL 

^'I confesSy'hesaidt'thatlreaDydonotknow. I 
was greatly preoccapied* I walked without seeing any* 
thing, as I osed to do when a chîld. Do yoa not re* 
member? I could never tett yoa when yoa asked me.* 

** ' And daring yoar traveli» did yoa not pay more 
attention to what yoa saw?' 

*' * SometimeSy bat not always. I remember many 
thingSy but I hâve forgotten many others^ thank God 1 * 

«'And why thank God?* 

« < Becaosc one sees fri^tful things in this world,* 
said he, riàng with a sombre eipresâon which my 
aunt had never seen beibre. 
^ *<She saw that it wookl not do to make Mm talk 
any kmger, and harried to teU my onde that lus 
son was fôund again. Nobody in the hoase knew it^ 
for no one had seen him come in. His retum had 
been as mysterioos as his departare. 

«The coiirage which had supported my poor onde 
in misfortune failed him in his first moment of hi^ppi- 
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nest. He lost consdoosieMy and when Albeit ap- 
peaied, his fiure was more deeply maiked than his 
ton*!. Albert, wbo sînce his long Joumey had not 
wpçcaxtà to observe the émotions of those abont him, 
seemed that day whdny changed and différent. He 
was very tender towards his £itfaer, became amdons 
at seeing the altération in his frce, and wished to know 
the reason* Bot when they tried to hint it to him, 
he conld not nnderstand them, and aU his replies were 
made with a sinceri^ and assurance which proved 
that he was entirefy ignorant of where he had been 
doring the seven days of his absen c e.** • 

^ What yoa are telling me seems like a dream,^ said 
Consaelo» ''and makes me fed more like talking than 
sleejmigy dear baroness. How is it possible ibr a man 
to live seven days withoat beiog consdoos of anjthing ?^ 

** This is nothing in comparison with what I shali 
hâve to tell yoa; and untflyoahave seen for jronradf 
that Ir am extenoatiog ratt^r than exaggerating; yon 
wiH find it hard to believe me. Even I, wfao repeat 
to yon what I hâve seen, somedmes ask myself 
iHiether Albert is a soicerer, or is making sport of 
os. Bot it is very lat^ and I am really afiraid of 
wearyîng yon^ 

" It is I who am wearying yoo,** replied Consaèlo^ 
''yoa most be tired with talking. Let us postpone 
the restof this incrediUestoiyimtil to-morrow nig^ 
if yoo like.** 

'' Yery good, then, tîll to-mocrow,** said dieyoong 
baronesi^ kiising h/rr * 
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CHAPTER XXDL. 

TuB stoiy to iriiich Consuelo had been listening, 
and which was indeed incredilde, kept her from deep- 
ing for a long while. The night, which was daxk, 
rainy, and filled with strange noises, also helped to in- 
spire her with a superstitions dread which she had 
never before known. " Is there, then,'* she said to 
hersel^ '*an incompréhensible Êitality which hangs 
over certain beings? In what way has God been 
offended by this young girl, who has jost been telUng 
me so firankly of her wounded vanity and her vanished 
dreams? What hâve I done mysel^ for my only love 
to be so terribly wounded and broken? And, alas I 
what has this unhappy Albert of Rudolstadt done, 
that he should lose consdousness and the power of 
directing his own life? Has Providence corne to 
abhor Anzoleto^ that it abandons him thus to his 
wicked instincts and the power of temptation? ** 

Overcome at last by ûitigue, she feU asleep and lost 
herself in a séries of disconnected and endless dreams. 
Two or three times she awoke and went to sleep 
again without being able to détermine where she was, 
thinking herself stiU on her joumey* Pôrpora, Anzo* 
letp, Count Zustiniani and Corilla passed in succession 
before her eyes, reproaching her with some crime for 
which she was undergoing punishment, but which she 
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could not rememberhavingcommitted. But aU diete 
visions vanishcd before that of Coont Albert, wfao 
continually reappetred before her, with bis bbck 
beard, bis staring eyes and bis mouming garments set 
off witb gold, like a pall beq>rink]ed witb tears. 

Wben she awoke at Ust, sbe foand Amelia beside 
her bed, elegantly dressed and freth and smiling. 

^ Do joa know, dear Fôrporina,** said tbe yoimg 
baroness, as sbe kissed her brow, ** that there b tome- 
thing strange about yoo? I seem destincd to five 
with extraordinarj beings, for certainly yoa are ooe. 
I ha\'e been watching yoa adeep for a qnarter of an 
hour, to see whether yoa were handsomer than L I 
confess that this gave me some anxiety, and that in 
spîte of the (act that I bave whoUy reagned aU daim 
on Albert, I shoold be a little piqued if he were to 
take an interest in yoa. Whatwoold yoa bave? He 
is the only man hère, and thos îzx I bave been the 
only woman. Now that there are two of os, we shaB « 
bave a bone to pick together if yoa edipse me too 
mudu^ 

'< Yoa are langhîng at me,'* said Coosaelo. '^ It is 
hardlygenerousofyoa. But wiU yoa be good enoogh 
to stop yoar teaâng, and tell me what there is so ex* 
traordinary aboat me? Perfaaps my ogliness has sod- 
denly corne back. I suppose it must be thaL" 

<' I wiU teU yoa the truth, Nina. When I first 
looked at yoa this moming, your paOor and yoor hait 
opened eyes, idiidi seemed rather starh^ than asieep, 
and your thin arm ^àûsii hung ont of the bed, made 
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me feel rdieved for a moment. Then, as I looked at 
youy I became almost frightened by your immobUity 
and your truly royal attitude. Your arm is that of a 
queen, and there is something imporîng in your calm* 
ness which I cannot understand. Now I am begin- 
ning to find you horribly beautiful, and yet your look 
is mild. TeU me what sort of being you are. You 
attract and fnghten me at the same time, and I am 
ashamed of ail the nonsense I told you last night« 
You hâve confided to me nothing about yoursel^ and 
yet you know ail my Êiults already.^ 

^If I hâve the air of a queen, which I should never 
hâve suspected/' said Consuelo with a sad smile, ''it 
must be the pitiful ûr of a dethroned queen. As for 
my beauty, it has always seemed to me very doubtfiil ; 
and as to the opinion which I hâve of you, dear 
baroness» it is altc^ether in your iavor, firom your 
ftankness and your goodness.** 

** I certainlyam frank; but are you, Nina? Yes, you 
seem noble and loyal, but are you communicative? I 
do not think so." 

** Surdy it was not for me to take the initiative, 
you must admit that. It was for you, who are the 
protectress and mistress of my destiny at présent, to 
make the first advances.^ 

** You are righu But your wise look frightens me. 
If I appear giddy, you wiU not sadd me, wiU you? '* 

** I hâve no right to do thaL I am your munc 
teacher, and nothing more. Berides, a poor child of 
the people like me should always keep her place.** 
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^You^achOdof thepeoplepFdrporilu? Oh^that 
b Dot tnie I it b imposable 1 I shoold take 7011 nther 
for the mysterioQS tdon of tome race dT princes. 
AVhat did yoor mother do? ** 

^She was a singer, like me.** 

«'Andyoor&ther?** 

Coosnelo was taken aback. She had not prepared 
an ber rej^ies to the indiscreet questions of tbe little 
boxoness. The tiuth b that she had never heard her 
fiither spoken o( and had never thoo^ of asking if 
she had one. . ^ 

«<Comel** said Amelia lang^iing. <«That b it,I 
am sure. Your £tther was some Spanbh grandee or 
some doge of Yemce.** 

Thb manner of spealdng seemed to Consodo tri- 
flîng and unkind*: 

''So/* saki she, <'an honest workman ot a poor 
artist would not bave the rij^t to transmit anj nata- 
ral gifts to hb ofl^ring? A chiU of the people most 
absolutely be coarse and iU-shapen?** 

**TïaX b an epigram Cor my Aunt Wencesbwa,** 
said the baroness, laughing stOllocider. ^ Come, dear 
Nina, foigive me if I hâve made 70a a Httle angrj, 
and allow me to boild in my miml a fine rcmiance 
about you. Bat make yoor tdlet quickly, my child, 
for the beU wiU soon ring^ and my annt wookl let 
the whole family die of hunger rather than hâve 
breakfast served without you. I wiD help yoa to 
open your tnmks; give me yonr keys. I am sure 
that yoa hâve brought the prettiest toQets imagfaiabk 
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394 CONSUELO. 

fiom Venice, and that you will show me ail the latest 
feshioiw. I hâve lived so long in this land of 
savagesl** 

Consudo^ who was putting up her hair, gave her 
the kejs withoat listening to her, and< Amelia hastened 
to open a trank which she eiqpected to find foU of 
féminine fineiy ; bat to her surprise she foond only 
a mass of old mosic, printed sheets half ef&ced by 
ose, and manuscripts which appeared nndedpherable. 

^ Ah, what is àU this? " she cried, as she qnickly 
wiped her pretty fingers.* ** This is a ringiilar ward* 
lobe, my dear.** 

^ Those are my treasares; treat them with respect^ 
dear baronesa^** replied Consuelo. ''Some of them 
are antographs of great mastera^ and I would rather 
lose my voice than not retum them to Porpora, who 
intmsted them to me*** 

Amelia opened a second trunk, and foond it filled 
with ruled paper, musical treatises^ and other woiks 
on compo&tion, harmony, and connteipoint. 

"Ah, I miderrtand I '* saîd she langhing. ''Tbisis 
yonr jewd-case.** 

"I hâve no other," replied Consuelo^ ''and I hope 
that yoa will often make use of it.** 

''Goodl I see that you will be a strict mistress. 
Bot may I ask yon, withoat offence, where yoa hare 
patyoargowns?** 

''Therc^ in that little box,** said Consuelo^ going to 
fetch i^ and showing the baroness a ample Uack-silk 
dres^ caitfuDy fidded. 



Digitizedby Google^ 



CONSUBLO. 



«95 



•«Is thât aU?** asked AmeBa. 

<«That Util," saklCoiisiielo»'*except my tnvdling- 
dress. In a feir days I wiU make another Uack gown 
like the first one, to hâve tomething to change*** 

^ Ah, dear child 1 then jron are in mourning?*' 

** Perfaaps, signora,'* replîed Qmsaelo gravdy. 

''Then 1 1>eg yoar pardon» I onght to hâve under- 
stood from your manner that yoa had some sorroir hi 
your heart, and I like yoo better ao. We wiU sympac 
thize more quickly, for I too hâve mnch to make me 
sadf and I might weQ be wearing monming for the 
husband they intended for me. Ah, dear Nina, do 
not be angry at my gayety 1 It is often an effort to 
hide profound distresk** 

They kissed each other, and went down to the 
diawing-room, where the fiunfly was awaiting thein. 

Consuelo saw at once that. her modest black dress 
and her white fichu, fiistened at her chîn with a Jet 
pin, gave the canoness a very CworaUe opinion of 
her. Count Christian was a little less embarraased, 
and quite as afiable as he had been the night before. 
Baron Frederick, iriio had abstained fix>m hnnting 
that day through cotirtesy, coukl not find a word to 
say to her, although he had prepared a thoosand 
gracefol speechesabont the good which she had come 
to do his danghter. But he sat beside her at table, 
and busied himself in serving her with such elaborate 
care that he had not time to satisfy his own appetite. 
The chaplain asked her in what order the Patriaich 
made the procession in Venice, and quest!<med her 
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conceming the wealth and the adomments of the 
churches. He saw by her replies that she had visited 
them assiduously, and when he found that she had 
learoed to sing in chuich, he conceived a great regard 
for her. ' ^ 

As for Count Albert, Consuelo had scarcely dared 
to look at him, preciselj because he was the only one 
who excited a lively coriosity in her. She had glanced 
at him in a mirror as she passed through the drawing- 
room, and had seen that he was rather carefbDy 
dressed, though stiQ in black. He had the bearing 
of a nobleman; but his long hair and his beard, 
tQgether with his daik and yellowish complexion, gave 
him the appearance of having the penâve but neg* 
lected head of a handsome fisherman of the Adriatic 
set upon the shoolders of a lord. 

Neverthelessy the sonority of his voice, which pleased 
Consuelo's musical ear, emboldened her enou^ to 
look at him. She was surprised to find that he had 
the look and manner of a perfectly sensible being. 
He spoke little, but judidously; and when she rose 
firom the taUe, he ofiered her his hand without looking 
at her (he had not done her this honor dnce the 
evening before), but with perfect ease and politeness. 
She trembled in aU her limbs when she placed her 
hand in that of the hero of the stories and dreams of 
the precedingnight She expectedto find itcoldlike 
that of a corpse, but it was soft and warm, like that 
of a healthy man. Consuelo could hardly tell this» 
indeed. Her suppressed émotion gave her a sort of 
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TertîgCH ^^ Amdia*t look, which ibOowcd aU her 
movements^ would hâve discoocerted ber *completelj 
if the had noC caOed to her aid ail the strength whkh 
ihe fdt she nêcded to préserve her dignity towaids 
Ûàg miachieToas yomig giiL She retumed the pro* 
found bow whkh Coant Albert made ber as he con- 
dncted ber to a seat, and not a woid or a look passed 
DecweeA tftffm» 

^Doyooknov, £iithlesi Pofpoxîiia,*'satd Ameliato 
ber companion, as she sat down dose beside her, that 
she mi^ whisperto ber eaâlj,^ that yoo bave made 
a marveDoos tmpressioa oo 1117 ooosiii?*' 

««I do not see mnch sign of it so bi^^ repBed 
Comnriow 

<< That isbecanseyoa do not condescend to notice 
bis manner towaids me* For a year he bas noc once 
offered me bis hand, to lead me to table or fromit^yet 
he does it most gracefully with yoo 1 This is evidendy 
ooe of Us hidd interrab. Oie woold say that yoa 
had broaght him health and reasoiL But do not tmst 
to appearances^ Nina. It will be with yoa as it bas 
been with me* After diree days of politeness^ he wiD 
not even recollect that yoa ezisL** 

^I see that I must beomne aocostomed to yoor 
Jesting,** said Consado. 

<« Is it not troe^ dear aimt,** said Amefia in a low 
▼oketo the canoness, iHk> had corne and sat down 
beside them, ^ that my coaân is altogether charming 
to dear Poiporina? ** 

'^ Do not lau^ at him, Amdia," replied Wencet- 
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lawa geDtlj. ''Signora Poipoima will discover tbe 
cause of oîir sonow soon enoug^** 

**! am not kughing at him, dear aunt. Albert is 
extreiiielyweIlthisnioming,and I am déli^tedtosee 
him better thanhehas ever been, perhap^ since Ihave 
been hère* 

** Hîs calm and healthy air bas indeed strack me 
veiy agreeaUy/' replîed the canoness; <<bot I daie 
no loQger hope to see sach a £aivorabIe condition 
continue,** 

^HownoUeandgood he looks 1** said Consaèlo^ 
wishing to win the canoness's heait. 

** Yoa think so? ** said Amelia, transfixing her with 
a mocking look. 

« Yes, I think so/' said Consado, << and I told jron 
so last night, «gnoia. Never bas a human &ce filled 
me with more respect.** 

^ Ah, dear child 1** said the canones% dropping ail 
her stiflhess» and warmly pressing Consaeb's hand ; 
^'goodheartsmiderstandeachotherl I wasafraid that . 
mypoor bojwould firij^ten yoo. Itis8i]chapainfi>r 
me to read on the fiu:es of others the répulsion wfaich 
such suffering always inspires. But yoo are sjrmpa* 
thetiCy I see, and understand that in this diseased and 
afflicted body there is a suUime soûl, well worthy of a 
better k>t** 

Consudo was moved to tears by the words of the 
goodcanonesi^ and kiased her hand with émotion. She 
already felt more sympathy and confidence in this old 
hunchback than in the brilliant and frnrolous AmèEa. 
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They were interropted by Baioa Frederick, wfao had 
placked np enougjh courage to corne and ask a fiivor 
of S^nora PorporiiML He was still more awkwaid 
with women than hb elder brother (it seems that thb 
awkward&ess was a farnOy fidling^ ao thatits extraoïdi* 
nary devetopment in Albert was not astonisUng), and 
he stammered some worda» miii|^ with apologies, 
which hia daug^hter ttndeitook to inteipret to Con- 
saelo. 

««Myfather wishes to ask yon,** she said, «< if jroa 
feel brave enoogh to retom to monc, after so tiying a 
journey, and if it will not be treqMssing too fitf on 
jToor kindness to ask yoa to Ssten to my voice and 
criâdse my Ânging." 

** With aU my heart," said Consoek), rising quckly, 
and going to open the ckvicbofd. 

** Yoa win see," whiq>ered Amelia, as she ananged 
her mosic on the rack, ^ that this will pat Albeit to 
flight, in spite of your brig^ eyes and mine." 

And indeed, Amelia had haidly began the prdade. 
when Albert got op and went ont on tiploe» Hke ooe 
who flattera lûniself that he b not noticed. 

'«It b a great deal,** said AmeHa, stiO in a km 
voice, as she phyed oat of time, ^that he did not 
slam the doors farioasiy, as he often does when I 
nng. He b qoite amiable, one mi^ even say gal- 
bnt, to-day.** 

The chaplain, thinking that he was masking Albert's 
retreat, drew near the davichoid, and pretended to 
Usten attentirèfy. The rest of the tuaStf fbrmed a 
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semidrcle and awaited respectfoUy the judgment 
which Consuelo should pronounce on her pupiL 

Amelia bravely chose an air from Pergolese't 
''Achnie in ScTTOt** and sang it bddly from one 
end to the other, wîth a fresh and^piercing voice, 
and sach a comical German accent that Consudo^ 
who had never heaid anything like it, had aU she 
could do not to smile at evéry other word. She did 
not need to listen to finir bars to know that theyoung 
baroness had no true notion of mosic, nor any mimcal 
intelligence. She had a flexible voice, and might hâve 
been weQ taught ; but her chaiacter was too flighty 
for her to study anything conscientiously. For the 
' same reason, she had no doubt of her own povers, 

and plonged with German cold-bloodedness through 
the most involved and difficult passages. She failed 
in them ail without being in the least disconcerted, 
and fimcied that she was concealing her awkwardness 
by forcing her voice and poonding the accompani* 
ment. She recovered the time when she conld by 
adding beats to the measores which foUowed those 
she suppressed, and she changed the character of the 
music so entirdy that Consaelo wouM not hâve recog- 
nized it if she had not had it before her eyes. 

Meanwhile, Count Christian» who understood music 
perfectly, batthought that his nièce was as embarrassed 
as he would hâve been in her place» kept saying» to 
encouragé her» '' Good, Amdia, good ! Veiy pretty» 
indeed.** 
}Ti The canones% who knew but litde about it» looked 
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aiudousljr in Coosoelo't eyes tognesi her opimon ; and 
the baron, who cared for nothing but the music of 
his hundng-hom, thought that his daughter sang too 
well for him to understand it, and waited confident!/ 
for the judge's expression of approvaL The chaplain 
alone was charmed by this screaming, for he had 
never heard anything like it till Amelia came to the 
castle» and he kept nodding his large head with a bBss- 
folsmile* 

Consaek) saw that to tdl the naked truth wodd be 
to appall the whole fiunily. She waited to enlighten 
her pupil in private concemixig ail that she woiild 
hâve tofoiget before she coold leam anything» praised 
her ▼dce, asked her abont her work, and approved 
of the masters whom they had given her to stndy» 
avoiding in this way the neceanty of saying that she 
had studied them ail wrong. 

The iamily separated, well satisfied with a trial wfaich 
had been painful to nobody bot Consaelow She had 
to go and shut herself np in her own zoom with the 
mosic which she had just heard profimed, and zead it 
over to herself singing itin hermind, beforeshe cocdd 
drive away the disagreeaUe impresnon wfaich she had 
received* 
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CHAPTER XXX. -_ 

When the famQy came together again towaids 
eveningy Consoelo, feeling more at ease with ail 
thèse people whom she was begmnîng to know, replied 
less reservedly and laconically to the questions which 
they on their «de were emboldened to ask her con* 
ceming her art, her country and her travels. She 
careMy avoided speaking of herself, as she had 
resohred, and described the scènes and events amld 
which she had passed her life wîthout in the least 
revealing the part which she had taken in them. The 
carions Amelia endeavored in vain to tum the con* 
versadon upon herselt Consuelo did not fall into her 
traps or betray the incognito which she had dedded 
to préserve. It would be diflBcult to say why this 
mystery had an espedal chann for hèr. Many reasons 
prompted her to it In the first place, she had swom 
to Porpora to keep herself so completely concealed 
that it would be impossible for Anzoleto to obtain 
any trace of her, in case he should attempt to* iind 
her. Thb was a very nnnecessaiy précaution, for 
Anzdeto^ after having had some idea of seeking for 
her, irfiich he had speedily abandoned, was whoUy 
occupied with his débuts and his success in Venice. 

In the second place, Consuelo^ who wished to gain 
the affection and esteem of the fiunfly which was 
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a£fordiiig bera temponuy refbge inher sonow and 
loiieBiKiii^ttndeiitoodperfecdythattheywonM receive 
her ftr better as a simple musidan» Porpora's popil, 
and a teacher of singing, tfaan as a cetebrated prima 
donna and a fiivorite of the fbotlij^U. She reaUxed 
that if ber history were known, she woold bave a mnch 
more tiying positioa in arimple and pious bxoSàj^ and 
it is inrobable that in qnte of Fôipora*s lecommenda* 
tion, tbe arrivai of Consoelo tbe débutante, tbe marvd 
of San-Samnd, wookl bave somewbat firig^tened tbese 
good people. But if tbese two powerfol motives bad 
ttot existedy Consoelo wonld stiU bave fek a desre to 
be aient, and to let no one into tbe secret of ber bril- 
liant bat unbappy past. Everytbing b ber Ufe was 
inextricaUy intermtngled, — ber power witb ber weak- 
nessy ber g^ry witb ber love. She coold not raise 
a corner of tbe veil witbout revesling one of ber 
wounds, and tbese wounds were too painfid and too 
deep for any bnman power to beaL Tbe onty solace 
wbicb sbe fdt, on tbe contrary, was in tbe soit of 
barrier wbicb sbe bad erected between ber painfhl 
memories and tbe calm of ber new life. Tbe cbange 
of coontiy, of snnoondings and of nâme bore ber 
soddenly into an nnknown world, wbere, by playing 
a new part, sbe boped to become a new beii:^ 

Tbis surrender of aU tbe vanities wbicb would bave 
consoled another woman was tbe salvadon of tbis 
courageons sooL Wben sbe renoonced aU bnman 
irity as well as ail bnman giory, sbe feit a beavenly 
strengtb came to ber aid. ** I must find at least a 
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part of my old happiness," she said to hersel^ *' that 
part which consistée in loving others and in being 
loved by them. When I sought their admiration 
they withdrew their love, and the honors which the j 
gave me in place of their afiectioirwere too dearlj 
boaght. I win become obscure and humble again, 
so that I may hâve no enemies, no one to envy me 
or to wound my heart by ingratitude. The smallest 
mark of sympathy is sweet, but the greatest display of 
admiration is ming^ed with bittemess. If there are 
strong and hau^ty soûls for which praise is aU- 
suffidenty and which a triumph can console, mine 
u notone of them, as I hâve leamed to my sorrow. 
Alas! glory has robbed me* of my lover's heart; 
may humanity, at least, i^^P^y nae with a few 
friendsr 

This was by no means Porpora*s idea. In remor- 
ing Consuelo fiom Venice and irom the dangers and 
suflerings of her passion, he had intended only to 
give her a few days of rest before recalling her to the 
scène of ambition, and lannching her anew amid the 
storms of an artist't life. But he did not know hb 
pupiL He believed her more of a woman, that is^ 
more changeable than she was. As he thought of ' 
her at that moment, she did not appear to him calm, 
afiecâonate, and busied about the welÊure of othen^ 
as she had already had the strength to become. He 
pictured her drowned in tears and fiUed with rq;rets. 
But he thought that a great reactk>n would soon take 
place in her, and that he would find her cured of . 
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her love and eager to renew the practke of ber ait 
and the ezeidse of her geidiit. 

The pure and reUgioos concepdoa which Consuelo 
had formed of the part which the was to plaj in the 
Rtidolstadt Cunily endued her wordi^ her actions and 
her appearance with aholy serenity fromthe very fint 
Any one who had seen her in the old days, radiant 
wîdi love and joy in the snnshine of Venice, woiild 
not easily hâve undeistood how ahe conld tuddenly 
become quiet and afiectionate among entire strangen, 
in the heart of somtnre foresti^ iritfa her love Uasted 
in the past and hopek» fix the future. It was 
because goodness gatheis strength where pride would 
yield to despair. Consuelo was beantifiil that evening 
with a beauty which she had not yet reveakd. Her 
loveliness was neither the torpidity of a great nature 
which does not yet know itself and awaits awakén- 
ing» nor the expanâon of a power which, surprised 
and delighted, is preparing to wing its flight. It 
was neither the half-concealed and incompréhensible 
beauty of the gypsy acholar, nor the splendid and 
radiant beauty of the triumphant prima donna: it 
was the sweet, winning chann of a woman who knowt 
heisdf and rules herself by holy purposes. 

Her old hosts, who were simple and afiectionate^ 
needed no aid save that of their gênerons instincts to 
perceive, if I may use the figure^ the mysterious per» 
fume which the angelic soûl of Consuelo exhaled in 
their intellectual atmosphère* As they looked at her 
they experienced a sensé of moral well-being ton 
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which they could not account, but whose comfort 
filled them with a new life. Albert himself seemed 
for the.first time in the foU and free enjoyment of 
his faculties. He was considérée and afiectionate 
towards every one, and he spoke to Consaelo sèm- 
erai times in a way which showed that he had not 
losty as they had feared» the lofty intelligence and 
enlightened judgment with which nature had endowed 
him. The baron did not go to deep, the canoness 
did not once sigh, and Count Christian» who was 
accustomed to sink melancholy into his chair, crushed 
by âge and sorrow, stood with his back to the fire in 
the midst of his fiamily drde, taking part in the un* 
^ ' constrained and almost playful conversation which 

lasted without pause until nine o'dock. 

« God seems to hâve granted our fervent prayers,'* 
toid the chaplain to the count and the canoness, who 
had remained in the drawing room after the baron 
and the young people had withdrawn* '* Count 
Albert entered this moming upon his thirtieth year, 
and this solemn day, which we hâve ail awaited anx- 
iously, has passed off with inconceivable calmness 
^ and happiness.** 

^ Yes; let us give thanks to God,'' said the oM 
count. ** I do not know whether it is a happy dream 
which he has sent us to comfort us for a moment; 
but I hâve been convinced during this whole day, 
and espedally this evening, that my son is perma- 
nently restored.*' 

^ I beg your pardon, brother,** said the canoness. 
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«^ and jroon, chapUn, who hâve ahrays dKMght tfaat Al- 
bert was tonnented by the enemjof m a nVind , I bave 
ever believed him the vktim of two opposing powen 
which were fighdng for bis poor soûl ; for often whea 
be seemed to be repeating tbe words of tbe evQ spirit^ 
Heaven would speak by his mouth a moment later. 
RecoDect what be said last nigbt during tbe storm, 
and bis last words wben be kft us» 'Tbe peace of tbe 
Lord bas descended upon tbis bouse.* Albert feit 
tbat a miracle of grâce was being accompUsbed in 
bim, and I bave fiûtb in bis cure as in tbe divine 
promises.** 

Tbe cbapbdn was toc timid to accept suddenl^ 
sucb a bold proposition. He extricated bimself fiom 
bis embarrassment, as be always did, by saying» ''Let 
os trust in etemal wisdom ; God reads tbe bidden 
tbmgs of tbis worid ; tbe mind sbould seek refoge in 
God," and otber remarks wbicb were m<»e consding 
tbannoveL 

Count Cbristian was divided between a désire to' 
accept tbe somewbat exaggerated mysticism of bis 
sîster and tbe respect inspired by tbe scnipuloos and 
prudent ortbodoxy of bis confessor. He cbanged tbe 
subject by speaking of Porporina, and praising ber 
admirable bearing. Tbe canoness» wbo already loved 
ber, spoke yet more bigbly of ber, and the cbaplain 
gave bis sanction to tbe affection wbicb tbey felt for 
ber. 

It did not oocur to tbem tbat tbe miracle wbicb 
bad taken place among tbem migbt be due to ber 
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présence. They were grateful for the benefit without 
knowing whence it came; and thb is aO Consudo 
would hâve asked of God, if she had been constdted* 
Âmdia's observations had been a little more accurate. 
She knew that her coo^ when he chose, had enough 
self-control to hide the disorder of his mînd fiom 
people whom he distrusted, as well as fiom those for 
whom he had especial regard* In the présence of 
certain members of his famflj, or of friends who in- 
spired him with lîke or dislike, he had never by anj 
outward action betrayed the eccentridty of his char- 
acter. Therefore, when Consudo expressed her sur- 
prise at what she had heard the night before, Âmelia, 
who was secretly irritated, endeavored to revive in 
her the fear of Count Albert which the stories had 
ahready created* 

**Mif my poor friend,'* said she, **Ao not trust to 
this decdtful cahnness ! It is the interval which always 
occurs between two attacks. Yoa saw him to-day as 
he was when I came hère last year. Âlas I if yoa 
were destined by the wiD of another to become the 
wife of such a visionary, and i^ to overcome your 
tadt résistance, they had tacitly agreed to keep yon 
a captive in this fiîg^tful casde, with a continud diet 
of surprises^ terron and anxieties, and widi tears, ex- 
ordsms and extravagances for your only divernon, 
lASUt they await a cure which they are always expect- 
ingy but which will never happen, yoa would be as 
disenchanted as I am with Albert's fine manners and 
with the sweet speeches of the rest of the fiunfly.'' 
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«< It U DOt possible,'* said Coosaèlo^ <*that tbey csa 
wish to marry yoa «gainst yoiir wiO to a man whom 
you do not love* Yoa seem to me to be the idol of 
the&mify.'* 

''They wiU not force me to do anything; tbey 
know veiy well that it wookl be impossible* Bol 
they will foiget that Albert b not the only hosband 
who may suit me, and Heaven knows irfien they wiO 
gîve up the vain hope of seeing me recover the affec* 
tion for him which I felt at fiist. And then my poor 
&ther, who has a passion for the cbase, and bas an 
opportunity to gratify it hère, is very well satisfied in 
this wretched castle, and always pots forward soroe 
pretext to delay our departure, which has been dis- 
cussed twenty times, but never dedded npon. Ah I 
if you only knew, dear Nina, some secret for destroy- 
ing in a night aU the game in the neij^borhood, yoa 
wouM do me the greatest service which any human 
being could render me.** 

''Unfortunatdy, I can only try to amuse yoa by 
maldng music with you, and by talking with you in 
the evenings when you do not fed like sleeping* I 
wiU try to be an anodyne and a narcotic to yon*** 

^ You remind me," said Amelia, ^Uiat I hâve the 
restofmystoryto tell you. I wiO bq^in, that I may 
not keep yoa up too late. 

^Several days after hb mysterious a b s en c e, which 
he stin believed had lasted only seven hours, Albert 
suddenly noticed that the abbe was no longer at the 
castle, and asked where they had sent him. 
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** * Hîs présence being no longer necessary,' they 
replied, ' he has gone about his business. Had yoa 
not noticed it before? * 

^'^I noticed»' said Albert, Uhat something was 
wanting to my sufiering» but I did not know what it 
was.' 

«< <Do yon sufier a great deal, Albert?' asked the 
canoness. 

** * A great deal»' he answered, in the tone of a man 
who had been asked how he had slept. 

** * Was the abbe yery disagreeable to yoa? ' asked 
Count Christian. 

" * Very,' replîed Albert, in the same tone. 

'" Why did yoa not tell us this sooner, my son? 
How could yoa bear so long the présence of a man 
who was disagreeable to yoa without lettîng me know 
of your dislîke? Can yoa doubt, dear child, that I 
would hâve put an end to your sufiering as soon as 
possible?' 

** * It was but a trifling addition to my sorrows^' 
sud Albert, with frightful tranquillity, <and your kind- 
nessy which I never doubted, dear iather, could hâve 
lightened them but lîtde ingiving me anôther keeper.' 

'^'Say lather another travelling-companion, my 
son. The expresâon yoa use does but scant justice 
to my love.* 

** * It -was your love which caused your anziety, 
dear (ather ! Yoa could not know the pain you gave 
me in sending me away firom yoa and this hoose, 
where my place was appointed by God until the time 
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tet for tbe accompUshment of Us designs mnrmiîng 
me. Yoo thoaght tfiat joo were laboring for 1117 cure 
mnd my well-being; l^ wbo undeistood better than 
yoatHutwis imq>er for us bod^knew tliat lon^ 
to «ssist and obej yoiL I knew my dnty and I bave 
doneit.» <î: 

<** I know jour goodness and jour affection for 11% 
Albert, but can joo not explain jour mraning nx»e 
dcariy?» 

«««Tbatbveiyeasy/said Albert, 'and the timeto 
do it bas corne.* 

** He spoke so cafanlj, tbat we tboiq^ we bad at 
last reacbed tbe bq>p7 moment wben bb nature 
wonld cease to become a painfid enigma to in. We 

pressed aboat bim and encooniged bim bjr oiir looks /f 

and oor caresses to nnbnrden bimself endrelj for tbe \ ^ 

first time in bis life. He appeared finaDj dedded to ^ 

sboir us tbis confidence and spoke as foDows : -— 

''*Yoo bave alwi^ consdered me, and joo stOl 
consider me, an invalid and a madman. If I bad not 

an infinité vénération and fove for joo ail I shonkl, Vf 

peibapi^ dare to meastire die depdk of tbe abyss ( V. . 

wbicb séparâtes ns^ and sboir joo tbat yoo are in a V\ )•/ 

woxU of exror and prcjndic^ wbik Heaven bas /|t^'|{ 

opened to me a q)bere of B^ and tnitb. Bot yon \\\^{ 

constitutes your fiûtb, your religioo and your secority. 
Wben, carried wmj in qrite of myself by bnrsts of 
entbosasm, a few iminodent. words escape m^ I 
qoickly perceive tbat I bave inflicted a fini^tfal pain 
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ttpon yoa in wishing to banisHyour chimeras and hold 
up before you the dazzling lîght whîch I bear in my 
hands. Ail the détails and habits of your lives, ail 
the fibres of your hearts» ail the spdiigs of your intel- 
ligence are so bound» interlaced, and riveted to the 
yoke of lies and the law of darkness, that I seem to 
be giving yoa death when I wish to give you faith. 
Yet there is a vcûce which cries to me, waking and 
deeping» in storm and in sunshine, to enlîghten and 
convert yoa. But I am too loving and feeble a man 
to undertake it When I see your eyes filled with 
tearsy yoar heaving bosoms, and your moumful faces; 
when I fed that I fiU yoa with grief and terrof, I fly 
and hide mysel^ to rerist the calls of my conscience 
and the commands of my destiny* That is my ill, 
that is my tonnent, that b my cross and my punish- 
ment. Doyoaunderstand me now?* 

'<My onde, my aunt and the chapbdn understood, 
up to a certain point, that Albert had constructed for 
himself a morality and a reli^on wholly différent 
from thdrs; but, timid like ail devout people, they 
were afiraid of going too £ur, and no longer dared to 
encourage hb frankness. As for me, wha then knew 
but vagudy the particulars of his childhood and early 
yooth, I did not understand at aH Berides, at that 
time I was neariy in the same position as yoa, Nina. 
I knew very litde about Hossitism and Lutheranism, 
of which i hâve heard to often since then, and the 
controverses conceming which, waged between Albert 
and the chaplain, hâve wearied me so intQlerably. I 
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theiefofe waited impAlkntljr for a fiiDer explanadoo, 
but il (fid not corne. 

«a tee^' sadd Albeit, fUuck bftbe silcDce abool 
Umy 'thatyoadonotwish tounderstandmey fi^fear 
of understaoïding me too welL Let it be as yoa wiD I 
Yoor bBndnni }aDg ago pnmonnced my sentence. 
EtenuJIy nnhai^yetemanyalofi^eteniany a stranger 
amid those I love, I bave no refhge and support bot 
the consolatkm whkh bas been jtfomtsed me.* 

<<<What is diis consolation, myson?* said Coont 
Christian, mortaOy grieved; <can it not corne from 
ns, and can we never widerstand each other? * 

'''Never, fiidier. Let ns love each othei^ nnce 
that alone b penmtted ns. God is my intnesi, that 
the immense, the irréparable différence between os 
bas never diminished the love I bear yoo.* 

<*<And is not that enough?* said the canonesi^ tak* 
ing one of bis hands, whîle bis fatber i»essed the other 
between bis own. * Can yoa not foiget yoor stnmge 
ideas, yoor odd beliefi, to live in affection among os?* 

«<! do live in affection. It is a blesring whidi 
brings sweetness or bittemess as our religlous beHeft 
are alike or opposed. Oor hearts are nnited, dear 
aunt, but oor intelligences are at war, and it is a great 
misfortone for us alL I know that it wiO not end for 
several centuries^ and that b why I am awaiting the 
Uessing that is piomised me indus centnry, and which 
^es me strengtfa to hope.* 

'"\Vhat isthisUes^ig, Albeit? Canyon not teD 
me?' 



Digitized by 



Gooc 



; 1 

iiil ■ 



i m 






C \ 



SH CONSVRLO. 

<<< No^ I cannot tell you, because I do not know. 
But it will corne. My mother has never let a week go 
by without tellmg me of it in my deep, and ail the 
voices of the forest repeat it to me when I question 
them. An angd often hovers above the Rock of 
Terror, and shows me her pale and luminous bat. 
In this sinister spot, beneath the shade of the oak» 
where, when my contemporaries called me Zbka, I 
was filled with the wiath of the Lord, and became 
for the first time that instrument of his vengeance ; 
at the foot of that rock where, when I was calIed 
Wratislaw, I saw the mutilated and dbfigured head of 
my iather, Withold, M beneath a sabre-stroke, — a 
terrible expiation, which taught me the meaning of 
grief and pity, — that fetal day of atonement, when the 
Lutheran blood washed away the Catholîç, and which 
made of me a weak and tender man instead of the 
bnatic and destroyer I had been a hundred years 
befi>re — 

<< ' Merdful Heaven 1 ' cried my aunt, crosdng her- 
sel4 ' there is his madness coming back 1 * 

'"Do not interrupt him, sister/ said Count Chris- 
tian, with a great effort to control himself; <let him 
explain. Speak, my son; what did the angd say to 
you at the Rock of Terror? * 

** * It told me that my consolation was drawing 
nig^' said Albert, his face radiant with enthuâasm, 
' and that it would visit my heart when I had finished 
my nine-and-twentieth year/ 

''My unde let M his head upon his breast. 
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Albeit seemed to aHude to bis death, when he ipoke 
of the âge at which bis mother had died, and it 
appean that the had often predicted in her iDnest 
tfaat neither she nor her son wonld leach the âge of 
thirty. I hâve been tokl that my Aont Wanda had 
supernatural powers.also, bat I bave never been able 
toleam mucb about this. It b too painful a memcnj 
bft my unde, and no one ventmes to recall it. 

^The chaplain endeavored to banish the sad 
tfaonghts to which thit predicticm had given rise bjr 
inducing Albert to explain himself conceming the 
abbe. It was in regard to him that the conversation 
hadbcgon. 

** Albert made an effort to reply to him. * I speak 
to joa of things divine and etemal,* he said» after a 
little heâtation, 'and yon recall me to the short 
moments which are passing^ to pnerik and fleeting 
cares which I was already foigetting/ 

^ * Speak on, my son, speak on,' said Coont Chris- 
tian, * we most nnderstand yoa to-day.* 

^'You bave never miderstood me, father, and yoa 
never wiU, in what yoa call this life* But if yoa wish 
to know why I traveUed, why I endured this Êdthless 
and cardess guardian whom yoa attached to my steps 
like a greedy and lazy dog to a Uind man's arm, I 
will tell you in few words. I had made yoa soffer 
enoagh. It was necessaiy to relieve yoa of the sig^ 
of a son who was disobedient to your teachings and 
deaf to your remonstrances. I knew well that I 
shoold never be cared of what yoa called my mad- 
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3l6 CONSUELO. 

ness, but it was neediul to leave you peace and hope, 
and I consented to go away. You made me promise 
that I never would leave without yonr consent the 
guide yoa had given me, and thatLwould aUoir him 
to conduct me through the world. I wished to keep 
roy promise, and I also inshed himto be able to main- 
tain your hopè and your.tranquillity by recoonting 
to you my calmness and my patience. I hâve been 
calm and patient I dosed my ears and my heart 
agadnst him, and he 'had the wit not even to try to 
make me open them. He led me aboat, dressed and 
fedmelikeachikL I relinquished the life I preferred ; 
I hâve become accustomed to seeing misfortmie, 
injustice and madness rampant through ail the earth. 
I saw men and their institutions, and indignation gave 
place in my heart to pity when I perceived that the 
unhappiness of the oppressed was less than that of 
the oppressors. In my childhood I loved only the 
victims^ but I hâve been fiUed with charity for the 
executioners, wretched pénitents who undergo in thh 
génération the punishment for crimes which tiiey 
committed in former existences^ and whom God 
condemns to be wicked, — a torture a thousand times 
worse than to be their innocent victims. That is why 
I no longer give alms except to relieve myself person* 
ally of the wdght of riches, without tormenting you 
with my. sermons, knowing that it b not ytX time to 
be happy, since, to speak humanly, the time to be 
good is still a&r/ 
'''And now that you are free from thb keeper, as 
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yoa caUed him, noir that joa caa live quiet without 
haviog beneath yonr eyes the tpectack of that 
wretchednesi which yoa relieve withoat having any 
one to interfère with jour generosity, can joo not 
make an effort to banish yoa inward agitatioQ?' 

'''Ask me nomore^dear friendi^* rcplied Albert, 
« I win say no mon to-dqr.* 

** He kept his word, and better, fi^ he did not open 
his moath bx a week.** 
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